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INTRODUCTION. 
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HE who would become an Orator, or a good As- 
tor, ſhould be poſſeſſed of a voice harmonious, 
and capable of modulation, a free deportment, and eaſy 
action, joined to a perſon not diſguſting, a heart ca- 
pable of feeling all the paſſions of the ſoul, with a 
eountenance ſufficiently expreſſive of their ſtrongeſt 
emotion, Where theſe are entirely wanting, we may 
ſafely pronounce, that however . and judg- 
ment may ſet the orator above abſolute contempt, it 


is yet impoſſible that he ſhould ever become capital in 


his profeſſion, But with theſe qualifications he may. 
In reading and ſpeaking with propriety and elg- 

gance, the following RuLes will be Aleful. 

I. Let your Voice be neither too loud, nor too low. 
Fo. accomplifh this great point, conſider whether 

your voice be naturally too low, or too loud; and 


correct it accordingly in your ordinary converſation, 


IT. Avoid a thick, haſty, cluttering Voice. . 
« To cure thefe defects, accuſtom yourſelf, both in 
converſation. and reading, to pronounce. every word 
diſtinct and clear. Obſerve with what deliberation 
ſome converſe and read, and how full a ſound they 
give to every word; and imitate them. 

III. Be particularly careful not to read or ſpeak too quick, 

To break a habit of reading or ſpeaking too faſt, 
attend diligently to the ſenſe, weight, and propriety 
of every ſentence, and every emphatical word in it. 
The eaſe and advantage that will ariſe both to the 
reader and to the hearer, by a free, full, and delibe- 
rate pronunciation, is hardly to be imagined. _ 

IV. Study to avoid that great and common fault, 
reading or ſpeaking with a Tone. | 
Io avoid this, which is always diſguſtful to perſons 
of delicacy and judgment, the only rule is, to endeavour 
to ſpeak with the ſame. eaſe and freedom, as you would 
do on the ſame ſubje& in private converſation. 


V. Habe a particular care to your Pauſes, Emphaſis 


and Cadence. 
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Paufes can only be regulated by a careful attention 
to the ſenſe and importance of the ſubject. 


When we diſtinguiſh any particular ſyllable in a | 


word with a ſtrong voice, it is called Accent: when 
we thus diſtinguiſh any particular word in a ſentence, 
it is called Emphajes ; for which it is impoſlible any abſo- 
lute rule ſhould be given, only that the reader ſhould 
be perfectly acquainted with the exact conſtruction 
and full meaning of every ſentence which he recites. 

Cadence is a dropping of the voice, Which generally 
takes place at the end of a ſentence, unleſs it cloſes 
with an emphatical word; and which, if properly 
managed, is very muſical. 

As the player is more expoſed to public view and 
criticiſm, and his excellencies and deſects more ſtrongly 
contraſted, while his field of action is generally 
longer than that of any other public ſpeaker; his voice, 
therefore, requires greater modulation, his action 
ſhould be ſtronger and more frequent; and he muſt, 
beſides, acquire the peculiar manner of the ſtage, in 
order to ſucceed in his profeſſion, 


' RULES for xxepressING ſome of the 
- PRINCIPAL PASSIONS. 


Graviry is, in general, beſt expreſſed by a ſteadi- 


neſs of features; the eyebrows, in caſe of deep con- 
templation, verging towards a frown, or if excited 
by religious objects, frequently caſt up to heaven, then 
ſuddenly bent down again towards the earth. 
PerxPlEXITY is beſt repreſented by ſudden and 
violent agitation of the body, abrupt pauſes, and 
broken ſentences. —The action in this cafe is gene- 


rally irregular and various, according to the different 


degrees in which the mind is affected. 

Horz brightens the countenance, and is expreſſed 
by an eager and wiſhful look, tinged ſometimes with 
Joy, but not entirely free from the check of uncertainty, 
The arms ſpread out as if to catch the object; ſmiles 
on the cheek ſuddenly repreſſed, and as ſuddenly 
riſing again, are expreſſive of ſuch a ſituation. 

Joy 'being the completion of Hope, is beſt ex- 
preſſed, if tranquil, by a compoſed countenance 
g h brightened 
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brightened with imiles; if carried to rapture, it raiſes 
the tone of voice, and, as it were, heightens every' 
ſeature. If in comedy, it is ſometimes well expreſſed 
by clapping of hands, leaping, and other ſuch figns 


of exultation, 


CovrRacs is expreſled by a bold open countenance, 


and a voice ſtrong and even. 

Boas Trix and THREATENING, are in many reſ- 
peas alike, ſignified by diſtorted features and bran- 
diſhed arms, only ſomewhat more of terror ſhould 
appear in the latter than the former, 

GR1Er, when it is not accompanied with rage, is 
chiefly diſtinguiſhed by a dejected countenance, up- 
lifted hands, a tremulous tone of voice, and eyes 
{ſtreaming with tears,—lf joined to rage, diſtorted fea- 
tures, a deſpondent tone of voice, with moſt violent 
_ agitation of the limbs, ſtamping with the feet, beating 
the breaſt, and tearing the hair, are it's characteriſtics. 

ANGER is known by an inflamed viſage, the eyes 
darting fire, the teeth ſometimes gnaſhing, the whole 
body, and the arms 1n particular, being thrown into a 
violent emotion. 

Pity 1s a ſpecies of grief, ſoftened by a degree of 
love, and is beſt excited in a demeanour, which par- 
takes of what is peculiar to both thoſe paſſions ;—a 
ſelf-commilſeration often accompanies it, in which cale 
it 1s more than commonly pathetic. 

Love, if ſucceſsful, is expreſſed like joy, by a 
ſmiling countenance, and eyes ſometimes {parkling 
with pleaſure, at others, fixed in a languiſhing manner 
upon the beloved object. The accents are in general 


ſoſt and pathetic; but ſometimes they ſwell to rap- 


ture.— The hands claſped together, or preſſed cagerly 
to the bolom, are actions frequently accompanying 


this paſſion. Unſucceſsful love degenerating into 
rage, envy, or melancholy, ſhould be expreſſed ac- 


cordingly, 


J=eaLovsy is one of the moſt difficult parts for an 


actor to repreſent, becauſe it is a mixture of paſſions di- 
rectly contrary to one another. Jealouſy is a ferment 
of love, hatred, hope, fear, ſhame, anxiety, ſuſpicion, 
grief, pity, enuy, pride, rage, cruelty, vengeance, mad- 
neſs, and every other tormenting paſſion which can 

: | . agitate 
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agitate the human mind. Therefore, to expreſs Fealoujy 
well, it is required that one know how to repreſent 
juſtly all theſe paftons by turns, and often ſeveral of 
them together. 

Fear opens wide the eyes and mouth; draws down 
the eyebrows ; gives the countenance an air of wildnels ; 
draws back the elboros $9 up with the fides ; lifts up 
the open hands to the height of the breaſt, ſo that the 
palms face the dreadful object as ſhields oppoſed 
againſt it, One 3 is drawn back behind the other, 
ſo that the body ſeems ſhrinking from the danger, and 
putting itſelf in a poſture for flight. . 

REMORSE, or a painful ſenſe of guilt, caſts down the 
head, draws the eyebrows down upon the eyes. The right 
hand beats the breaſt, The teeth gnaſh with anguiſh, 
The whole body is ſtrained and violently agitated. 

1 Dasralk, as in a condemned criminal, bends the 

eyebrows downwards, clouds the forehead ; rolls the eyes 

round frightfully, gnafhes with the teeth. The head is 

nung down upon the breaſt. The arms are bended at 

the elbews, and the whole body ſtrained and violently 

agitated; groans, expreſſive of inward torture, more 
frequently uttered than words. | 

| There are many other paſſions and affections of the 

mind which a player muſt make himſelf maſter of; 
but the above are generally allowed to be the moſt 
ſtriking: he who is capable of managing theſe, may 
venture himſelf on the theatre, 

Female performers, in particular, ſhould be careſul 
how they go beyond the limits which nature has ſet 
them. The; may follow the rules laid down, allow- 
ing only for thole variations, which the delicacy of the 
ſex often render it neceſſary for them to adopt. 

The above arc fome of the many inſtances, in 
which action may be graceful. But after all, na- 
tural ſenſe and natural taſte, a good ear, and well 
formed organs of ſpeech, under the guidance of a 
ſkilful living inſtructor, will effectually accompliſh 
this purpoſe, without any. painful attention to dry and 
unentertaining rules of Art: to rules which often give 
an appearance of difficulty to purſuits, in themſelves 
eaſy and pleaſant. Let the great rule then be, 
Foiiow NATURE, 'AND/AV@1D AFPECTATION. = 
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PROLOGUE 12 the COMIC FARCE cala 
the SPOUTER. 


ROLOGUES, like pray'rs, imploring for ſucceſs 

Where authors humble every fear expreſs, 
Where eloquence in all her charms may plead, 
For youthful-errors haply intercede; 
The generous heart to pity oft may move, 
And gain (O wond'rous ſtrange!) the critic's love; 
This ſoothing. way ſuch bards may juſtly claim, 
\Vhofe merits challenge an immortal fame; 
Who” {kill'd in nature's all-perſuaſive art, 
Can rouſe each paſſion, tear or melt the heart: 
Our author claims not their engaging ſtyle, 
He only hopes to meet th' applauding ſmile, 
Implores you'll not his firſt attempt refuſe, 
The petty trifle of a youthful muſe: | 
Odd is the theme by which he means t' engage, 
(But oddities are common in this age) 
Inſtead of wit and ſenſe our lives to grace, 
Fine compliments and flatt'ry now take place: 
That's odd you'll think, but what 1s odder yet, 
Such ſulſome ſtuff is counted ſenſe and wit. 
The man of taſte,” the briſk, gay, jemmy ſpark, 
Whoſe chief delight's the playhouſe and the park, 
Their wit, their learning, all their ſtore of ſenſe, 
Is fumam'd up in a ſtock 1 impudence; 


Witk 


SPOUTER's COMPANION; 


Rais'd the proud dome, and fann'd the poet's flame. 
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14 Tur NEW SPOUTER's COMPANION. 


| With'this accompliſh'd, thus enrich'd—atiſe 


Their bows, much talk—in faſhions great and wiſe; 
While others, not to mode ſo much confin'd, 
(The bucks I mean) yet {till an odder kind, 
Don Quixote like, at once our ſport and pity, 
They range around the confines of the city, 
Arm'd with their clubs all dangers they defy, 
Though they their courage ſeldom care to try; 
Their boaſted valour's but a mere pretence, 
As fortune often makes the man of ſenſe. 

The ſpouters next—a bluſt'ring noiſy tribe, 
Who, madmen-like, each pa ſſion to deſcribe, 
Alike to wit and nonſenſe they preſume, 
And all the ſollies of the age aſſume; 

To all beſide the jeſt and ridicule, 


Of every fop and vain conceited fool, 


The Ladies now—but huſh—the lovely fair 
Our bard implores will not forſake him here, 
Their kind indulgence 'tis he hopes to find, 
Beauty to youth doth ſeldom prove unkind, 
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PROLOGUE /poken 1) Ms. PALMER a! 
the Opening of the Royal TY THEATRE. 


HEREF'ER fair ſcience rear'd her laurel'd head, 
In ev'ry clime where truth her light has ſpread ; 
Where civil union harmoniz'd mankind, 
And join'd to poliſh'd manners taſte refin'd ; 
Thither on eagle wings the muſe has flown, ' 


There fix'd, and made the favour'd ſpot her own. 


In Greece her tuneful {train ſhe taught to flow, 
And the ſcene charm'd with imitated woe. 
Terror end pity leiz'd th' impaſſion'd breaſt, 

And the fair moral to the heart was preſs'd. 

The Magiſtrate ſoon ſaw, in virtue's caule, 
The ſtage a ſupplement to public laws. : 
And from the nation's fund, with gen'rous aim, 


The 
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The well proportion'd pile was ſeen to riſe 
On. marble columns tow'ring to the ſkies, 
No more the ſtroller with hrs mimic art 
Rumbl'd about each village in his cart. 
No more bedaub'd, and grun with lces of wine, 
He outrag'd modeſt nature in each line. 
An amphitheatre—whole ſpacious room 
Could hold uncrouded Athens in his womb,” 
Gave him the ſplendid ſcene, the gorgeous hall, 
The buſkin'd pride, and the long trafling pal). 
Their vegrant life, the actors then gave o'er, 
Deem'd beggars, rogues, and vagabonds no more. 
In Britain long our ſcene negletted lay; 
The bull, the globe, preſented ev'ry play. 
To inns and taverns Shakeſpeare had reſort: 
The bard's own genius was his beſt ſupport. 
At length, fatigu'd with war and civil rage, 
With monarchy reſtor'd we rear'd the ſtage. 
And now, our minds while bright ideas fire, 
We bid this night another dome aſpire | 
And hope, while your protection quells each fear, 
The mule will find a ſafe alylum here. 
Vet ſome there are who would our {ſcheme annoy 
'Tis a monopoly they would enjoy. 
Th' Hay-market, Covent-garden, and. old. Drury, 
Send forth their edicts “ full of ſound and fury.” 
The jarring ſtates are leagu'd in jealous fit, | 
And they, whom wit maintains, wage war on wit. 
But wit, like day-light, nothing ſhould reſtrain, 
The ſame in Goedman's-fields and Drury-lane, 
And if the Drama liſt on virtue's ſide, 
Say, can the moral be diffus'd too. wide ? 
If the ſun gild yon welt with golden ray, 
The eaſt may feel the beams of riſing day. 
Like gen'rous rivals let all parties boaſt 
One only ſtruggle - hO ſhall pleaſe you moſt ; 
Fines and impriſonment no more proclaim, 
But praiſe the ſoil from which our Garrick came, 
If ſtill their rage Four fortune here to mar, 
« Cry. havoc, and let ſlip the dogs of war,” 
Our means are honeſt; our hearts firm and true: 
The conteſt glorious! for we fight for you. 
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When Lady- writers eroud our Covent ſtage! 


About a Comedy make all this rout ! 


. „ COMPANION 
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PROLOGUE 
Jo the BELLES STRATAGEM. 


[ Speaks without. 
MIX way—make way, good folks! I muſt appear ; 


Nay, let me pals—Y ou won't—why- then— 
Enter. I'm here. 

Pray welcome me, I've had a fqueedging bout; 
You'd bleſs your eyes, could they but ſee our rout: 
We've all the company behind the ſcenes, 
Up from their Train-bearers, to tragic Queens ; 
There's Harlequin, and Punch, and Banquo's Ghoſt, 
And all the ſoldiers—Richmond's conqu'ring hoſt; 
And Richard's troops—nay, honeſt Bayes's too, 
Maſt all this night perform a grand review. 
Then all are angry—louring diſcontent 
Sat on each brow—when thus they gave it vent: 
There, there's a part! juſt two lines and a letter— 
And mine, cry'd one, 1s rather worſe than better; _ 
I'm three times doubled—twice I'm deaf and dumb, 
Nod, ſmile, bow round, look grave—or bite my thumb; 
The third—a miracle! like Bacon's head, 
Utters three words—and thoſe three words are lead, 
Tou grumble! ſaid a third, then I ſhould rave; 
A part like mine, no author ever gave : 
A Lord I'm titled ; and, to ſpeak out plain, 
Few on'thefe boards could half ſo well ſuſtain 
The grace and proper action of a Peer, 


The eaſe, the loll, the ſhrug, the careleſs ſneer, 


But tho? our author thinks in wile debate, 

In ſenate ſeated, on affairs of ftate 

I might hold 'forth—yet in her curſed play, 
The deuce a word am I allow'd to ſay; 

Or rather coop'd, like other folks we know, 
Between two barren adverbs—A4ze, and No, 
'Tis thus we're ſerv'd, when ſaucy women write; 
Grant me, ye Gods, no more to ſee the night, 


Ye other Gods, aſſiſt my mighty rage 
Another cries, Why, friend, ſome folks are out; 
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A Pantomime indeed, 'twere ſenſe and reaſon; 
They bring the chink, boys they'll run thro” a ſeaſons, 
A Comedy may yawn it's nine nights through, 
And then to mortal troubles bid adieu; 
Secure upon it's ſhelf ſupinely lie, 
Remov'd from ev'ry thought and every eye. 
No, no, a fifth man cry'd, the Preſs ſucceeds, 
*Tis then we know it's merits and it's deeds : 
Actors are thank'd for having done ſo well, 
And told how mon ſt rouſiy they all excel; 
The Town is thank'd, for having ſhewn it's taſte, 
In clapping, bravoing— 
[ Prompter without. | © Pray, Sir, make haſte } 
& A long-ſ{pun Prologue is n't worth a pin.“ 
D'ye think ſo, Mr, Wild? then I'll go in. 
Yet here permit me, each ſucceeding day, 
To damn the Author—but oh! fave her play. 


ppc 


EPILOGUE 
To the BELLE'S STRATAGEM. 


AY, ceaſe, and hear me! I am come to ſcold! 
— Whence this night's plaudits to a thought ſo old ? 
To gain a lover, hid behind a maſk ! 
Ha, ha— What's new in that, or were the mighty talk ? 
For inſtance, now— What Lady Bab, or Grace, 
F'er won a lover in her natural face ? 
Miſtake me not—French red, or blanching creams, 
I ſtoop not to, for theſe are hackney'd themes. 
The arts I mean are harder to detect, 
Eaſier put on, and worn te more effect. 
As thus 
Doth Pride and Envy, with their horrid lines, 
Deſtroy th' effect of Nature's ſweet defigns ? 
—The maſk of ſoftneſs is at once apply'd, 
And gentleſt manners ornament the Bride. 
Do thoughts too free inform the Veſtal's eye, 
On point the glance, or warm the ſtruggling ſigh ?“ 
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Not Dian's brows more rigid looks diſcloſe, 
And Virtue's bluſh appears where paſſion glows. 

1 | To the Pit. 

1 And you, my gentle Sirs, wear vizors too; } 


1 But here I'll {trip ye, and expoſe to view 

| Your hidden features. — Firſt, I point at you. 
1 That well. ſtuff' d waiſtcoat, and that ruddy cheek, 

| That ample forehead, and that chin ſo ſleek, 

Point out good nature, and a gen'rous heart. ä 

| Tyrant! ſtand forth, and conſcious own thy part; 
! Thy wife, thy children, tremble in thy eye, 

0 | And peace is baniſh'd, when the Father's nigh, 

| | You there—deck'd forth in wig fo. ſnug and brown, 


Who'd take you for the verieſt Rake in town ? 

In Farringuion within, your warchoule ſtands, 

*Tis there you fill your purſe, and—rub your hands. 
i Your chapmen gone—* Come hither, Dick,” you cry, 
| 1 « And to the counter caſt a careful eye. 


4 On buſineſs Jam going rot the man, 

« To give me all this plague! but no one can 

WW! | & In trade e'er riſe without great care and trouble; 
i [| &© Remember this, or you'll be made a bubble.“ 

| 


Then ſteal into a hack, and leave the city, 
To be a bubble—to your ſmirking Kitty, 
Sure 'tis enchantment ! ſee from ev'ry ſide 

'Your maſks fall off—in charity I hide 

The monſtrous features ruſhing on my view ;— 
Fear not there, Grand-papa—nor you——nor you! 
For ſhould I ſhew your faces to each other, 

Not one amongſt ye'd know his friend or brother, 
*Tis plain then all the world, from youth to age, 
Appear in maſks—here only, on the ſtage, 

You ſee us as we are - ere truſt your eyes, 

Our wiſh to pleaſe admits of no diſguiſe, 


+ — — + 

Tus PICTURE Fa PEAYHOUSE; or, 
BUCKS: HAVE AT XE ALL. 

8 ſocial friends of claret and of wit, | 


; Where'er diſpers'd, in merry groups ye ſit: 
n * * "Whether 
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Whether below ye gild the glitt'ring ſcene, | 

Or in the upper regions oft have been; | _ 

Ye Bucks aſſembled at your Ranger's call, | 

Damme, I know ye—and. have at ye all. j 

The motive here that ſets our Bucks on fire, | 

The gen'rous wiſh, the firſt. and laſt deſire; | 

If you will plaudits echo to renown, 

Or urg'd with fury tear the benches down; 

Tis ſtill the ſame—to one bright goal we haſte, 

T6 ſhe your judgment and approve your taſte. 

"11s not in nature for ye to be quiet, 

No, damme, Bucks exiſt but in a riot. 
For inſtance now to pleaſe the ear and charm th' ad- 

miring crowd, | 

Your Bucks o'th' boxes ſneer and talk aloud : 

To the green box next with joyous ſpeed you run, 
Hilly ho! ho! my Bucks! well damn it what's the fun? 

Tho?” Shakeſpear ſpeaks ——regardleſs of the play, 

Ye laugh and loll the ſprightly hours away: 

For to ſeem ſenſible of real merit, 

Oh, damme, it's low, it's vulgar—beneath us lads of 

Your Bucks o'th” pit are miracles of learning, | ſpirit, 4 

Who point out faults to ſhew their own diſcerning; 

And critic-like beſtriding martyr'd ſenſe, 

Proclaim their genius and vaſt conſequence. 

The fide long row, whoſe keener views of bliſs | 

Are chiefly center'd in ſome favourite mils ; | 

A ſet of jovial Bucks who here refort, - "ol 
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Fluſh from the tavern, reeling ripe for ſport : | 
Wak'd from their dream oft join the gen'ral roar, 
With bravo, bravo—braviſlimo, et damme, encore, 
Or ſkipping that, behold another row, - | 
Supply'd by citizens or ſmiling beau; | 
Addreſſing miſs, whoſe cardinal protection | 
Keeps her quite ſafe from rancorous detraction: il 
Whoſe lively eyes beneath a down-drawn hat, - i 
Give hint ſhe loves a litle—you know What. Il 
Ye Bucks above who range like gods at large, j1 
Nay pray don't grin, but liſten to your charge. 14 
Vou who deſign to change this ſcene of raillery, 


And out- talk players in the upper gallery : 


Oh - 


- 


er 
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Oh there's a youth, and one o'th' ſprightly ſort, 

I don't mean you—damme, you've no features for't, 
Who {lily ſkulks to hidden ſtation, . 
While players follow their vocation. [ cation. 
Whiſtle, off, off, off! Noſee, Roaſt Beef—there's edu- 
Now I've explor'd this mimic world quite thro', 
And ſet each country's little faults to view : 

In the right ſenſe receive the well-meant jeſt, 

And keep the moral {till within your breaſt; 
Convinc*d I'd not in heart or tongue offend, 

Your hands acquit me, and I've gain'd my end. 


PROLOGUE 
To the SCHOOL ron SCANDAL. 


School for ſcandal !—Tell me, I beſeech you, 
Needs there a ſchool, this modiſh art to teach you? 
No need of leſſons now—the knowing think— 
We might as well be taught to cat and drink: 


Caus'd by a dearth of ſcandal, ſhould the vapours. 


Diſtrels our fair-ones, let them read the papers; 

Their powerful mixtures ſuch diſorders hit, 

Crave what they will, there's quantum 1 8 
Lord!“ cries my Lady Wormwood, (who loves tattle, 

And puts much ſalt and pepper in her prattle) 

Juſt ris'n at noon, all night at cards, when threſhing 
Strong tea and ſcandal—bleſs me, how refreſhing ! 

« Give me the papers, Liſp—how bold and free 4 
« Laſt night Lord L. (fps ) was caught with Lady D. > 
„For aching heads, what charming ſal volatile {jips.) } 
« If Mrs. B. will {till continue flirting, 

& We hope ſhe'll draw, or we'll undraw, the curtain, 
« Fine, 3 pox ! in public all abuſe it; 

“But, by ourſelves, (is) our, praiſe we can't refuſe it. 
© Now, Liſp, read you—there, at that daſh and ſtar—" 

« Yes, Ma'am—A certain Lord had bcſt beware, 

% Wholivesnottwenty miles from Groſvenor-ſquare: 


For ſhould he Lady W. find willing Un; 
# Wormwood is bitter, — . Oh! that's me—the villain! 


« Throw: 
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& Throw it behind the fire, and never more 

Let that vile paper come within my door.“ 

. Thus at our Friends we laugh, who feel the dart; 
To reach our feelings, we ourſelves mull {mart, 

> Is our young Bard ſo young, to think that he 

Can ſtop the full ſpring-tide of calumny ? - 

Knows he the world ſo little, and it's trade? 
Alas! the devil's ſooner rais'd than laid. 

So ſtrong, ſo ſwift the monſter, there's no gagging; 
Cut Scandal's head off—ſtill the tongue is wagging. 
Proud of your ſmiles, once laviſhly heſtow'd, 

Again our young Don Quixote takes the road; 

To ſhew his gratitade, he draws bis pen, 

And ſeeks this Hydra, Scandal, in it's den 

From his fell gripe the frighted fair to ſave— 

Though he ſhould fall, th' attempt muſt pleaſe the brave, 
For your applauſe, all perils he would through ; * 
He'll ight—that's write—a cavaliero true, 

Till ev'ry drop of blood - that's ink—is ſpilt for you. 
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EPILOGUE 
To the SCHOOL ron SCANDAL, 


I Written by GEORGE COLMAN, Eſq. 


ing And ſpoken by Ms. ABINGTON, in the Character 
F of Lavy TEAZEL. 


. I Who was late ſo volatile and gay, 
)) Like a trade-wind mult now blow all one way, 
Bend all my cares, my ſtudies, and my vows, 
To one old ruſty weather-cock—my ſpouſe ; 
e it So wills our virtuous Bard !—the pye-ball'd Bayes 
ng Of crying Kpilogues and laughing Plays. | 
Old Batchelors, who marry ſmart young Wives, 
Learn from our Play to regulate your lives ! 
Each bring his Dear to Town—all faults upon her 
"int London will prove the very ſource of honour ; 
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Plung'd fairly in, like a Cold Bath, it ſerves, 
When principles relax—to brace the nerves, 
Such is my caſe—and yet I muſt deplore 
That the gay dream of diſlipation's o'er ; 
And ſay, ye Fair, was ever lively Wife, 
Born with a genius for the higheſt life, 
Like me, untimely blaſted in her bloom, 
Like me, condemn'd to fuch a diſmal doom ? 
Save money—when I juſt knew how to waſte it ! 
Leave London—juſt as 1 began to taſte it! 
Muſt I then watch the early-crowing Cock ? 
The melancholy ticking of a Clock ? 
In the lone ruſtic Hall for ever pounded, 
With Dogs, Cats, Rats, and ſqualling Brats ſerrounded ? 
With humble curates can I now retire, 
(While good Sir Peter boozes with the *Squire) 
' And at back-gammon mortify my ſoul, 
That pants for loo, or flutters at a vole ? 
Seven's the main !—dear found !—that muſt expire, 
Loft at hot-cockles round a Chriſtmas fire! 
The tranſient hour of faſhion too ſoon ſpent, 
& Farewell the tranquil mind, farewell content ! 
% Farewell the plumed head—the cuſhion'd tete 
«© That takes the cuſhion from it's proper ſeat! 
« The ſpirit-ſtirring drum card- drums I mean 
„ Spadille, Odd Trick, Pam, Baſto, King and Queen! 
„ And you, ye Knockers, that with brazen throat 
& The welcome Viſitor's approach denote, 
© Farewell ;—all Quality of high renown, | 
« Pride, pomp and circumſtance of glorious Town, 
6.x 1 [your Revels I partake no more, 
„And Lady Teazel's occupation's o'er,” 
— All this I told our Bard—he ſmil'd, and ſaid 'twas 
clear, : 
I ought to play deep Tragedy next year: 
Mean while he drew wile morals from his Play, 
And in theſe ſolemn periods ſtalk'd away. 
«© Bleſt were the Fair, like you her faults who ſtopt, 
© And clos'd her follies When the curtain dropt; 
6 No more in vice or error to engage, 729 
6 Or play the fool at large on life's great Stage!“ 
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PROLOGUE 
To the ROYAL SUPPLIANTS. 


| Cuppoſed to be written by a GENTIUEMAN F the 
highefl RANK in LITERATURE. 


&y 


Spoken by Mr. BENSLEx. 
WI countenance thrice chang'd from red to 
2 


ale | 
Our author ſends me forth to tell his tale ; 


| Croſus ſaid he—who rul'd thoſe lands that lie 


Creeſus—tbe Nabob of antiquity ; 
When ſatiated with war, with wealth, with praiſc, 


Deſir'd new pleaſures {till to footh this days; 
And publifh*d vaſt rewards (ſure out of ſpite) 
| To him who ſhould produce ſome new delight; 


This flame unquench'd burns on from age to age, 
Panting for novelty you ſeek our ſtage ; 

To pleaſe this taſte, a claſſic bard will try 

To make ſoft boſoms heave a claſſic ſigh 

Feel Dejanira's faded charms, and trace 
Alcides* godlike virtues in his race: | 
Hard is the taſk who ſtrives your praiſe to gain, 
And hard the part a poet muſt ſuſtain, | 


| Herculean, labours might our Prologue fill, 


And prove the club leſs powerful than the quill, 
To clear the courſe, to turn the tide of wit, 

To charm the watchful dragon of the pit, 

The Hydra's hiſs to check, the giants quell, 
And bind the barking Cerberus of hell, 

Might the beſt ſtrength of Hercules require, 
Tho' to his force were added Orpheus' lyre : 
Yet will we not deſpond - Alcides' race 

In every one's remembrance holds a place; 


"The tale has trembled on each infant tongue, 


The tale that Buſby taught—that Dryden ſung; 

This night attend, one generous tear beſtow, 

To weep the hero's wrongs, the daughter's woe; 

Like kind protectors grant the widow's ſuit, 

And crown your Poet with the golden fruit. 
dh CERA. EPILOGUE 
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EPILOGUE 
To the ROYAL SUPPLIANTS. 
Spoken by Mrs. CRawroRD. 


ELL-:; theſe heroic times -I ſcarce can ſpeak — 
Thele ancient fables, borrow'd from the Greek, 
Are all ſo full of paſſion, rage, and death, 
So violent—they take away one's breath; 
Let me recover, pray :—this tragic ftrife, 
Night aſter night, leads me a weary life. 
Thro' what variety of folks long dead, 
Thro' what ſtrange times and beings are we led: 
Now a fond daughter, trembling for her fire; 
Now Phædra, burning with unlawful fire; 
A heroine now, for Greece, my brain I rack; 
Now Deſdemona, ſmother'd by a black. 
To take theſe various ſhapes, and fill the whole, 
An actreſs needs a tranſmigrating ſoul. _ 
This night, you'll own, I've had full cauſe to mourn, 
A chief renown'd' from my-embraces torn. | 
Well might a widow weep the beſt of men, 
Oh ! ſuch a huſband I ſhan't have again. 
With bright renown he fill'd the eaſtern climes, 
And differ'd, Ladies, from theſe modern times. 
One thing there is, which I muſt not diſguiſe; 
Tho' brave, heroic, generous and wiſe, 
The lover tam'd, afide his club-could throw, 
Chain'd to the diftati, like a modern beau: 
Yet even now, in theſe degenerate days, 
Heroic virtue ſtill can merit, praiſe, | 
When round the ſhip, in the deep roaring tide, 
Devouring flames * on ev'ry fide; _ 
Lo! on the anchor where the hero lies, 
With look ferene, and {till the foe defies ! 
He views the flame, he views the trawling wave, 
Then ſinks—undaunted ſinks in glory's grave. 
May his example every breaſt inſpire, | 
And kindle through the land our ancient fire; 
„ For nought,” as Shakeſpear fings, © can make 
| © us rue, | 
«If Britain to herſelf will prove but true.“ 
Edo. PROLOGUE 
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PROLOGUE 


To the GENEROUS IMPOSTOR. 


Spoken by Mr. PALMER, 


— 


As he enters the ſtage looking upon a paper, and ad- 
{ dreſſing himſelf to the author behind, from whom he is 


ſuppoſed to have received it.] | 


“ feech;” 
Zounds ! 'tis as diſmal as a dying ſpeech— 
Will proye, itſelf, the piece's {ure damnation, 
And give, like hawkers, by anticipation, 
« Life, birth, and parentage, and education,” 
Do you diſcover in this caſt of feature 
The ſtriking traits to ſuit the ful metre p 
Give it to 8 e face 
Such plaintive ſentiments Will aptly grace. 
The rueful meaning Moody may ſupply 
E'en from the fruitful river of his eye; 
Or with mute pathos, walk about and ſigh. 
| I To the Audience. ] 
Prologues are alter'd ſince that Gothic day, 


When only hungry play-wrights wrote—for pay. 


Then while the Bard—poor miſerable finner ! 
Trembled behind—uncertain of his dinner— 


Forth came in black—with ſolemn ſtep—and ſlow 


The actor to unfold the tale of woe. 


But in theſe days, when e'en the titled dame 


Glows with the paſlion of dramatic fame, 
When as the faſhion gains, it may indite 
The card of compliments for a third night, 
With ſtile laconic, in the meaſur'd {train 


Lady Charade ſees friends at Drury-lane,”— 


In theſe bright days—this literary age, 
When 'tis the taſte—the very thing—the rage 
To pen ſome lively morceau for the ſtage : 


When belles write comedies, and beaux have wit, 


The Prologue too the {prightly ton malt hit; 


1 Sir, the Prologue? Why this piteous whine 
Forebodes a catcall in each croaking line, a 
The Author's firſt offence!“ -“ implore !—* be- 


* * 


j 
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Flippant and ſmart in careleſs eaſy rhymes, 
Retlett the gayeſt colours of the times, 
Camelion-like, on faſhion's air muſt live, 
And, like that too, each varying tint muſt give, 
[ Returning to the paper, and ſuppoſed again to addreſs 
FOG the Author, 
This will ne'er do {pauſing /—Can't you contrive 
to {well 
To thirty lines, ſome airy baggatelle? - 
Or take your fubjett from ſome modiſh ſcenes 
& Elections“ “ Camps“ —“ Electrical machines?“ — 
That thought's not bad Mhy then ſuppoſe you try, 
In metaphior the houſe t'electrify. 
Wind the conducting ſtrains that may diſpenſe 
The mild effluvia's genial influence, 7 
Or bil the charge, the powerful charge that draws 
From yon' dread gods! the thunder of applauſe : 
Or if ſuch potent virtue can't controul 
Ihe angry Critic's non-electric ſoul, 
Ihe Ladies court the light'ning of whoſe eyes, 
Ihe apt alluſion readily ſupplies.— 
From thoſe bright orbs th' æthereal beam that plays, 
Will blaſt the Critic thorn, but ſpare the bays. 
Something like this may do—ſome neat terſe thing. 


With a few ſ{mirks—and ſmiles—and bows from King.“ 


Li the Audience. 
Mean time the want of form lor or ce forgive, 
And for this night allow the piece to live. 


(Dn Cn} 


EPILOGUE 
To the GENEROUS IMPOSTOR. 


Spoken by Miſs FARREN. 


ID ever author take ſo wide a field? 

Well manag'd, what a harveſt it might yjeld ? 

Neither to ſex,” nor age, nor place confin'd ; 
Dupes and impoſtors raake up human kind, 
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The ſubject's quite exhauſtleſs never barren—- 

Indeed, lays Sly- boots, which AE prin. Miſs Farren, 

Dape or deceiver ?—Hark behind your fan, 

« If credulous and tender, I'm your man.” 

['1l tell you, Sir, and 'tis my ſex's ſenſe, 

In female life, Deceit is felf-defence. 

For inſtance now, be judges, men of faſhion, 

How would you treat ſincerity of paſſion ? 

The doating ſhe, who lives for you alone! 

Does ſhe ? I wiſh ſhe liv'd for half the town. 

I, like the bee, from flow'r to flow'r muſt roam; 

Oh fulſome repetition ! nauſeous home! 

O horrid, odious boar! Oh matrimony ? 

Alas! poor bee, quite ſmother'd in the honey! 

But let the fair impoſtor flaunt about, 

And, while ſhe doats, deceive you into doubt, 

Adopt the exercile of eyes from France, 

Flirt with my Lord, and with the Colonel dance; 

Be ablent, fanciful, profuſe, coqueite, 

And ſometimes humour you, and oftner [ret ; 

She -piques your jealouſy or ſlings your pride, 

Her charms return, and ſhe's again a bride, 

Women there are, it ſeems of different {choo!s, 

Who mean your ruin, when they make you tools, 

But ſuch are nature's wand'rings, not her courtc, 

Polluted ſtreams from an ingenious ſource, 

Dorinda's one; J hate her from my heart: 

I hate to make a figure in that part, 

Had it been only mine, with artful play 

To lure my youthful Knight, and not betray, 

To gain my man for better and for worſe, 

And ſharing his affection, ſhare his- purſe, 

Twas juſt what every prudent girl ſhould do; 

Oh! I felt all my part from top to toe, 

But to forlake the wretch in his diſtreſs; > 

Nay more, the black ingratitude profeſs: 

Fie, Mr. Author, it exceeds all fable, 

'Tis painting angels in a robe of ſable. _ 
Nature, *tis true, makes art the ſex's dower, 

But forms us generous, as ſhe gives us power, 

Our end's to pleaſe, in that we're all ſincere 

Mine is indeed complcte—of plealing here. 
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PROLOGUE o DEAF INDEED. 


HAT, more forc'd humour, and unmeaning 
mirth ? | 

Shall folly only give to laughter birth? 

Muſt more deaf gentry court your approbatfon ? 

Fellows who cannot hear their own damnation. 

Better at once decree the ſtage be dumb, 

Nor write French farces, nor re-write Tom Thumb, 

Nor actor then could make the critic ſurly, 

All would be perfect, like my good Lord Burleigh ; 

No Bard again with wretched ſtuff could bore ye, 

But hold, to prove the point I'll tell a ſtory. 


Once on a time it hits the caſe exact 


No- now's the time, and ſo I'll tell a fact. 
In theſe choice days of gen'ral reformation, 
A certain deafneſs runs thro? half the nation, 
Should ſome proud Peer a finecure inherit, 
Highly he talks of independence, ſpirit; 
But ſhould the public bid reſign, be free, 
W hat is't they ſay he cries—do they ſpeak to me? 
And if all parties roar, ſecede, ſecede, 
Why then his Grace is very deaf indeed. 
Yet times there are, our contradiftions ſuch, 
When want of hearing may aſſiſt us much. 
If, while the Colonel's forward tale is told, 
My Lady Thingum would affect a cold, 
Bleſs me, how ftrange! I cannot hear a word, 
That prudent deafneſs would befriend my Lord. 
His Lordſhip too, in ſpite of kind advice, 
He could by no means hear the rattling dice : 
If no club eloquence could move—his hand, 
His fame might tumble, but his oaks would ſtand, 
If ſmiling Miſs too, ſome what hard of hearing, 
Should loſe alittle of her lover's {wearing ; 
If, when he talk'd of vows, ſhe anſwer'd—go ; 
If, when he mentioned Scotland, ſhe cried—no ; 
What tho” the ſwain were hardly underſtood, 
* The Lady's fortune might be full as good, 
Suppoſe I do but joke, the courtly tribe 
Turn'd a deaf ear and frown'd—at what ? a bribe ! 
Lore 
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Lord, what ſurprize! what buſtling ! what a pother! 
low ſhould we ftare and grin at one another! 
But joſt, let wiſer heads theſe points diſcuſs, 
On no account I'd have you deaf to us. 


—  — — 
— — 


PROLOGUE 
7% LADY CRAVENS's ComeDY of the 
MINIATURE PICTURE. 


F rilten by Mr. SHERIDAN, 
And Spiken by Mr. KING. 
any, by rough gales, while yet relutant 


ay 
With-holds the beauties of the vernal day; 
As ſome fond maid, whom matron frowns reprove, 
Suſpends the ſmile her heart devotes to love; 
The ſcaſon's pleaſures too delay their hour, 
And winter revels with protracted pow'r: 
Then; blame not, critics, if, thus late, we bring 
A winter's drama—but reproach—the {; ring. 
What prudent Cit dares yet the ſeaſon truſt, 
Baſk in his whiſkey, and enjoy the duſt ? 
Hors'd in Cheapſide, ſcarce yet the gayer ipark 
Atchieves the Sunday triumph of the Park ; 
Scarce yet you ſee him, dreading to be late, 
Scour the New Road, and daſh thro' Groſwenor-Gate, 
Anxious—and fearful too—his ſteed 10 ſhew, 
The hack*d Bucephalus of Rotten-Row ! 
Careleſs he ſeems, yet, vigilantly ſly, 
Woos the tray glance of ladies paſſing by, 
While his off heel, inſidiouſly atide, 
Provokes the caper which he ſeems to chide : 
Scarce rural Kenſington due honour gains, 
Ihe vulgar verdure of her walk remains, 
Where white-rob'd miſſes amble two by two, 


Nodding to booted beaux—* How-do, how-do ?” 
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With generous queſtions that no anſwer wait, 


© How. vaſtly full! a'n't you come vaſtly late ? 


Isn't it quite charming? When do you leave town ? 

© A'n't you quite tir ds Pray, can we ſet you down *” 

Theſe abu pleaſures of a London May, 

Imperfe& yet, we hail the cold delay. 

But if this plea's denied, in our excuſe 

Another ſtill remains, you can't refuſe ; 

It is a lady writes—and hark—a noble muſe ! 

But fee a critic ſtarting from his bench— 

& A noble author?” Yes, Sir! but the play's not 
French: | 

Yet if it were, no blame on us could fall, 

For we, you know, muſt follow Faſhion's call : 

And true it is, things lately were EN TRAIN, 

To woo the Gallic muſe at Drury-lane ; 

Not to import a troop of foreign elves, 

But treat you with French aRtors—in ourſel ves: 

A friend we had, who vow'd he'd make us ſpeak 

Pure flippant French-—by contract —in a week; 

Told us 't was time to ſtudy what was good, 

Poliſh, and leave off being underſtood, 

That crouded audiences we thus might bring 

To Monteur Parſons, and Chevalier King: 

Or fhould the br c. grumble now and then, 

The prompter might tranſlate for country gentlemen. 

. ſubſcrib'd— Kings, gods, mutes, ſinger, 

— — 

A Flanders figure- dancer our contractor. 

But here, I grieve to own, tho't be to you, 

He afted—e'en as molt contractors do; 

Sold what he never dealt in, and th' amount 

Being firſt diſcharg'd, ſubmitted his account: 

And what th' event ? Their induſtry was ſuch, 

Dodd ſpoke good Flemiſh, Banniſter bad Dutch, 

'Then the rogue told us, with inſulting eaſe, 


So it was foreign, it was ſure to pleaſe: 


Beaux, wits applaud, as faſhion ſhould command, 


And miſſes laugh to ſeem to underſtand— 


So from each clime our ſoil may ſomething gain; 
Manhood from Rome, and ſprightlineſs from Spain; 
8 | Some 
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Some Ruſſian Roſcius next delight the age, 

And a Dutch Heinel ſkate along the ſtage. 

Exotic fopperies, hail ! whoſe flatt'ring ſmile | 

Supplants the ſterner virtues of our ifle ! 

Thus, while with Chineſe firs and Indian pines „ | | 

Our nurs'ries ſwarm, the Britiſh oak declines ; 1 

Yet, vain our Mule's fear no foreign laws i 

We dread while native beauty pleads our cauſe : | 

While you too judge, whole ſmiles are honours higher 

Than verſe ſhould gam, but where thoſe eyes inſpire, 

But if the men preſume your pow'r to awe, 

Retort their churlifh ſenatorial law; | 

This is yYouR Houſe—and move—the gentlemen 7 
withdraw: 

Then ſhall they vote, with envy never ceaſing, 

Your INFLUENCE HAS 1NCREAS'D and is 1N- 
CREASING, 

But there, I truſt, the reſolution's finiſh'd ; 

Sure none will ſay—1T OUGHT TO BE DIMINISH'D, 


—— 4 
as — Err 
o — 


4 1 


EPILOGUE . 
To Lapy CRravtn's COMEDY of the 1 


MINIATURE PICTURE. 


Spoken by the Hon. Mrs. HoBaRT, at- Newbury ; f 
and by Mrs. ABINGTON, at Drury-lane. : 


| Written by Mr. JEKYLL. =_ 
HE men, like tyrants of the Turkiſh kind, M1 


Have long our ſex's energy confin'd; "i 

In full dreſs black, and bows, and ſolemn ſtalk, 
Have long monopoliz'd the Prologue's walk, in. 
But ill the flippant Epilogue was our's ; j 
It aſk'd for gay ſupport—the female powers; 
It aſk'd a flirting air, coquet and free; 12 
And ſo to murder it, they fix'd on me. | | | | 
Much they miſtake my talents—I was born | | | 
To tell, in {obs and ſighs, ſome tale forlorn ; 


Ta | f 


They too are coy; and monſtrous to relate; 
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To wet my handkerchief with Juliet's woes, 
Or tune to Shore's deſpair my tragic noſe. 
Les, Gentlemen, in education's ſpite, 

You (till ſhall find that we can read ard write; 
Like you, can {well a debt or a debate, 

Can quit the card-table to ſteer the ſtate; 


Or bid our Belle Afemdblee's rhet'ric flow, 


To drown your dull declaimers at Soho. 
Methinks e'en now I hear my lex's tongues, 
The ſweet, ſmart melody of female lungs! 
The ſtorm of queſtion, the diviſion calm, 
With © Hear her! Hear her! Mrs, Speaker, Ma'am ! 
«© Oh, Order! Order!” - Kates and Suſans riſe, 
And Margaret moves, and Tabitha replies, 
Look tothe Camp—Cox heath ar d Waley Common, 
Supplied at leaſt for ev'ry tent a woman, 
The cartridge-paper wrapt the billet-doux, 
The rear and picquet form'd the rendezvous, 
The drum's flern rattle ſhook the nuptial bed; 
The knapfack pillow'd Lady Sturgeon's bead. 
Love was the watch- word, till the morning ſife ] 
Rous'd the tame Major and his warlike wile. 
Look to the ſtage, To-might's example draws | FE 
A female dramatilt to grace the cauſe, « 
So fade the triumphs of preſumptuous man! 
And would you, Ladies, but complete my, plan, 
Ilere ſhould ye ſign fome Patriot Petition 
To nend our conltitutional condition. 
The men invade our rights—the mimic elyes 
Liſp and nickname God's creatures, like ourſelves ; 
Rouge more than we do, ſimper, flounce, and fret, 
And they coquet, good Gods! how they coquet! 
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Their's is the coyneſs in a t&te-a-elte. 
Yes, Ladies, yes, I could a tale unfold, 
Would harrow up your—cuſhions! were it told! Th 
Part your combined curls, and freeze—pomatum, Br; 
At griefs and grievances, as I could ſtate em. 
But ſuch eternal blazon muſt not ſpeak— 
Beſides, the Houſe adjourns ſome day next week. — 
This fair Committee ſhall detail the reſt, 
Then let the monſters (if they dare) proteſt! 

| | PROLOGUE 
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PROLOGUE 
7s the HUMOURS of an ELECTION. 
Il ritten by Mr. P1LLON. 
Spoken by Mr. WILSON. 


11 we poll, the Town I wiſh to found, 
And canvals for your votes and int'reſt round: 
No bribes I bring to influence your voice, 


Our Candidate aims at being Freedom's choice ; 


If unſucceſsful, he atlutcs this borough, 
He'll call no critic {ſcrutiny to-morrow 3 
The public judgment, he abides with awe, . 
And owns your right to give the drama law. 
Sir Liſtleſs Lounge, with well-bread yawn, declares, 
He dreads encount'ring your election bears; 
What with the toil of canvaſling, he vows, 
And making ſpeeches when one's in the Houſe, 
So much of rights and liberties they rave, 
In theſe free Rates a man's a downright ſlave ! 
O Oh! keep one borough, ſays Paddy, to ſpare, 
© To give Captain Moor a bit of a ſhare, 
& He bate four ſhips, joy, before he took one 
& And he and I came from the very ſame town.” 
May we, unblam'd, with Humour's lighteſt wing, 
Thus touch the ſurface of pure Freedom's ſpring. 
To treat of liberty, in our weak lays, 
Is placing foil behind the diamond's blaze. 
Oh, may our arms, to that bright gem reſtore, 
The ſplendor which it boalted long before! | 
Nor need we ſoon deſpair to ſee that day, 
When vengeance ſhall foul treachery repay, 
Since Cornwallis commands, and Tarleton leads the 
fray. | | 
Then Pres once more ſhall rear her angel head, 
Bright as the Phoenix, from her burning bed, 


PROLOGUE 
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PROLOGUE 
To the FEMALE CAPTAIN. 
Spoken by Mr. PALMER. 


— _ 
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'JJY critic ſtorms, how many veſſels toſt, 
Have on the drama's dangerous ſeas been loſt ! 

't hough mann'd with heroes of old Greece and Rome, 
The boat{wain's ie has pronounced their doom. 
In vain grave ſenates here in council fit, 
If paper ſnow affail the angry pit, 
Nor Alexander's {elf dare meet your rage, 
When oranges and apples ſtrew the ſtage 
And the world's vittors, here—Oh, itrange to tell! 
Have fall'n the victims of a nonpareil. 
Yet, in this harbour, ſafe from ruder geles, 
Of many a bark, your plaudus {well the fails, 
Thoſe plaudits which ir{pir'd wh hopes to gain, 
So many keels have plough'd this ſtormy main. 
Awongſt the reſt, fii'd with the ſelf-ſame views, 
Our privateering Bard began his cruize ; 
Soon ſaw a fail, and found ſhe was a foe, 
Commanded by—one Monfieur Mariveaux. 
At once the ſtruck, reſiſtance was in vain, 
She was ſent into port at Drury-Lane, 
Her cargo all to Sheridan and Co, 
Was then confign'd—but now is here on ſhew, 
The bill of lading which was found on board, 
Would fain perſuade us that the ſhip is ſtor'd 
With wit and humour—ſhould it turn out ſuch, 
The property will ſcarce be claim'd as Dutch, 

Whate'er it be, on you the Bard relies, 
To award the legal capture of his prize. 
If you but ſmile, he ſale at anchor r:des, 
And every wave of fcar and doubt ſubſides; 
But ail his hopes, it you ſhould frown, ate vain, 
A Hh would drive him out to fea again, 


PROLOGUE. 
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PROLOGUE | 
To Du. LAST iin his CHARIOT. 


By Mr. GAR RICE. 
Spoken by Mr. FooTE. 
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OUR ſervants, kind maſters, from bottom to top, 
Be aſſur'd, while I breathe, or can ſtand—T 
mean hop. | 
Be you pleas'd to ſmile, or be pleaſed to grumble ; 
Be whatever you-pleaſe, I'm till your moſt humble. 
As to laugh 1s a right only given to man, ; 
To keep up that right 1s my pride and my plan, 
Fair ladies don't frown, I meant women too— 
What's common to man, muſt be common to you—— 
$ You all have a right your ſweet mulcles to curl, 
From the old {mirking prude, to the titt'ring young 
And ever with pleaſure my brains I could ſpin, [ girl; 
# To make you all giggle, and you, ye gods, grin, 
In this preſent ſummer, as well as the laſt, 
Jo your favour again we preſent Dr, Laſt, 
Who, by wonderful feats, in the papers recounted, 
From trudging on foot, to his chariot is mounted. 
Amongſt the old Britons, when war was begun, 
Charioteers would ſlay ten, while the Foot could ſlay one: 
So when Doctors on wheels with diſpatches are ſent, 
Mortality bills riſe a thouſand per cent, 
But think not to phyſic that quack'ry's confin'd, 
All the world is a ſtage, and the quacks are mank ind 
| Lhere's trade, law, and ſtate quacks; nay, would we 
but ſearch, _ [church ! 
{We ſhould find, —heav'n bleſs us! ſome quacks in the 
[The ſtiff band, and {tiff bob of the methodiſt race, 
(Give the balſam of life, and the tincture of grace, 
And their poor wretched patients, think much good 1s 
done 'em, | 
Tho? bliſters and cauſtics are ever upon them. 
As for Law and the State, if quack'ry's a curſe, | worſe, 
Vhich will make the good bad, and the bad will _ 
| e 
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We ſhould point out the quack from the regular brother, 
They are wiſer than 1 who can tell one from t'other ! 
Can the ſtage with it's bills, puffs, and patents ſtand 
trial, | | : 
Shall we find out no quacks in the Theatre Royal ? 
Some drammatical drugs that are puff'd on the town, 
Cauſe many wry faces, and ſcarce will go down : 
Nay, an audience ſometimes will in quackery delight, 
And ſweat down an author ſome pounds in a night, 
To return to our quack—ſhould he, help'd by the 
weather, 
Raiſe laughter, and kind perſpiration together, 
Should his noſtrums of hip, and of vapours but cure ye, 
His chariot he well can deferve, 1 ſe or ye; 


| *Tis eaſy to ſet up a chariot in town, 


And eaſier {till is that chariot laid down, 

He petitions by me both as Doctor and Lover, 

That you'll not mw his wheels or his chariot tip over ; 
Fix him well I beſeech you, the worſt on't wou'd be, 
Should you overturn him, you may overſet me. 


— 000000C0c00Cc00000 000800000000 os 
| PROLOGUE 
To the TRIP fo SCOTLAND. 


Spoken by CUP1D, in the Habit of a PosT1L10x. 


E Belles, ye Beaux, of whatſoe'er degree, 
Above, below, around ; behold in me 
A modern Cupid ; not like ancient love 
On nimble wings, but poſt-horſes, I move. 
Their idol's arms let heathen bards recount,- 
This is my bow, I ſmack it, and I mount. 
My ſpurs are pointed arrows in diſguiſe, 
And this broad belt, the bandage from mv eyes, 
Nay e'en thoſe wings, which once outſtript the wind, 
Hang dangling down, like ſhoulder-knots, behind, 
For you transform'd I quit the Paphian grove, 
Cold Scotland's now the only land for leve, , 
| or 
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For Scotland ho I—on no fool's errand ſent, 
come myſelf, my own advertiſement, 

Ye blooming maids, whom half-pay captains preſs, 
Or ſtruck perhaps, with Robin's rainbow dreſs, 
Who in aſſemblies ſigh, or pine in ſhades : 

Ye youths who languiſh for your mother's maids, 
Why will you 1dly wait for twenty one ? 

Behold your vaſſal! mount, and let's begone. 
Deſpiſe what vulgar mortals Prudence call; 

Love is the word, and love can equal all, 

In eight-and-forty hours we reach the borders, 
I'll in the Green room wait for farther orders. 


Ras 


EPILOGUE 
To the ORPHAN ; or, he UNHAPPY 
MARRIAGE. 


OU'VE ſeen one Orphan ruin'd here; and I 
May be the next, it old Acaſto die: 

Should it prove ſo, I'd fain amongſt you find 

Who tis would to the fatherleſs be kind. 

To whoſe protection might I ſafely go! 

Ts there among you no good-nature? No, 

What ſhall I do? Should I the godly ſeek, 

And goa conventicling twice a week ? 

Quit the lewd ſtage, and it's prophane pollution, | 

Aﬀe& each form and Saint: like inſtitution ; 

So draw the brethren all to contribution 

Or ſhall I, (s I gueſs the poet may 

Within theſe three days) fairly run away ? 

No; to ſome city-lodgings I'll retire ; 

Seem very grave, and privacy deſire; 

Till I am thought ſome Heireſs rich in lands, 

Fled to eſcape a cruel guardian's hands ; 

Which may produce a ſtory worth the telling, 

Of the next ſparks that go a fortune-ſtealing, 


D EPILOGUE | 


There's dreadful dealing with cloping wives; 


' Aud-all {-all live in peace, like my good man and 
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EPILOGUE 
To the FAIR PENITENT. 


Spoken by Mrs. BRACEGIRDLE., 
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Dearly the paid for breach of good behaviour. 
Nor could her loving huſband's fondneſs fave her, 
Italian ladies lead but ſcurvy lives, 


YT ſee the tripping dame could find no favour | 


Thus 'tis, becauſe theſe huſbands are obey'd 

By force of laws, which for themſelves they made. 
With tales of old proſcriptions they confine 

The right of marriage-rule to their male line, 

And huff, and dommeer, by right divine, 

Had we the pow'r, we'd make the tyratts know 
What 'tis to fail in duties which they owe ; 

We'd teach the ſaunt'ring ſquire who loves to roam, 
Forgetful of his own dear fpouſe at home; 

Who ſnores at night ſupinely by her fide, 

Twas not for this the the nuptial knot was ty'd. 
The plodding petty-fogger, and the cit, 

Have youre > at leaſt his modern way of wit ; 
Each ill-bred ſenſelefs rogue, though ne'er ſo dull, 
Has the impudence to think his wife a fool; 

He ſpends the night, where merry wags reſort, 
With joking clubs, and eighteen- penny port; 


While the, poor foul's contented to regale, 


By a ſad fea-coal fire, with wigs and ale. 
Well may the cuckold-making tribe find grace, 
And fill an abſent huſband's empty place: 


If you wou'd c'ef bring conſtancy in faſhion, 


You men mult firſt begin the reformation, | 
Then ſhall the golden age of love return, 

No turtle for her wan«'ring mate ſhall mourn ; 
No foreign charms fliall cauſe domeſtic ſtrife, 
But every married man ſhall toaſt his wife; 
Phillis ſhall not be to the country lent, 

For carnivals in town te keep a tedious Lent ; 


Lampoons ſhall ceaſe, and envious ſcandal dio, 
I. 


Mx. 
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Ma. MACKLIN's Farewell! EPILOGUE. 


You'll know my plot much better when you ſee it. | 


Protect the pledge my fondneſs leaves behind; 


OS — 
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OOR I, toſs'd up and down from {hore to ſhore, ih 
Sick, wet and weary, will to ſea no more; 14 
Yet 'tis ſome comfort, tho' I quit the trade, | 
That this laſt voyage with ſuccels is made, 
The ſhip full laden, and the freight all pay'd. 


And for your ſakes—write tragedies no more : 
Some other ſchemes, of courſe, poſſeſs my brain, 
For he who once has eat,—muſlt eat again. 

And leſt this lank, this melancholy phiz 

Should grow more lonk, more diſmal than it is; | 
A icheme I have in hand will make you ſtare ! | 


| 
| 
Since then for reaſons I the ſtage give o'er, | 
| 
| 
| 


Tho” off the ſtage I ſtill mult be the play's, 

Still muſt I follow the theatric plan, 

Exert my eomie pow'rs, draw all I can, 

And to each gueſt appear a ditf*rent man, 
I (like my liquors) muſt each palate hit, | 
Rake with the wild, be ſober with the cit, 0 
Nay ſometimes act my leaſt becoming pat the ” 

With politicians I muſt nod—ſeem ftull— _ i! 
And act my beſt becoming part—the dull. | 
My plan is this—man's form'd a ſocial creature, 
Requiring converſe by the laws of nature; 

And as the moon can raiſe the ſwelling flood, 
Or as the mind is influenced by the blood, 
So—do I make myſelf well underſtood, | 
I'm puzzled, faith—let us like Bayts agree it, | b 


But truce with jeſting, let me now impart Il 
The warm o'erflowings of a grateful heart ; | 
Come good, come bad, while life or mem'ry laſt, tt 
My mind ſhall treafure up your favours pait : = 
And might one added boon increaſe the ſtore, | 
With much leſs forrow ſhould I quit this ſhore | 
To mine, as you have been to me, prove kind, . 


To you, her guardians, I reſign my care, | 
Let her with others your indulgence ſhare | 
Whate'er wy fate; if this my wiſh prevails, | 
Twill glad the FarnhER, tho' the Scurnisrt fails. I! 

| The 1 
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The FEAST; or, THESPIS's ADVICE to 
bis BROTHER POETS and ACTORS. 


* — 
— <4 a 


| HEN Bards firſt ſtroll'd thro' famous Greece, 
| Vending their works for pence a piece, 

| As ſtories ſay; once on a time 

| There liv'd a man, dealt much in rhime— 

| 

| 

| 


Deuce on his name; 'twas ſomewhat droll 
| I've hit it; Theſpis his name, a merry ſoul ; 
| Some things he wrote, and {ome he ſtole; 
As ſome folks do of preſent date, 
Who ſmuggle what won't enter pate, 
And pilfer what they can't create, 
TIwas on a day, a winter's day, 
| As ancient ſtories truth doth lay, 
1 He ſhivering found the froſt nipp'd fingers 
ill Quavering, and breathing on his fingers; < 
| Sol's rays withdrawn, and harveſt done, 
| And Sylvan ſwains had heard their fun, 


Each gibe, each juſt, and merry pun, 

lj Declin'd and droop'd with ſet o'th' ſun : | . 
I Not like the ant in ſummer's prime, 

Who wiſely hoards for winter-time; 

But for the morrow nought preſerving, __ 
Like modern Wits, theſe Bards were ſtarving. 
Theſpis, who view'd their ſtarv'd condition, 
Stood not on terms, or call'd phyſician, 

He in their faces famine read, 

And knew their bellies mult be fed. 

He, piteous, ſaw their hungry caſes, 

Their meagre, long, and diſmal faces; 

The pot hung on, made ſoups and jellies, 
Warm'd them well, and fill'd their bellies. 
With joy they ſtar'd at ſuch a friend, 

Then bleſt the gods, and eat *thout end, 
Each charging loud his gen'rous hoſt, 

And trying which could eat the moſt. Y 
The dinner ended, things remov'd, 


Each Bard by Theſpis mult be prov'd ; 


Each 
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Each would his choiceſt ſpirit pour, 

While wit and ſong in jovial ſtore 

Had ſet the table on a roar; 

They'd fill'd their bellies, and they car'd no more, 
Tukseis their patron, kind benefaQor, 

Pleas'd with the ſcene, addreſs'd each actor: 

My friends, I'm proud I could relieve ye 

„Mark me well, and pray believe me; 

« Your ſummer flies will always die, } 


Nor do they think—'tween you and I, 

* Of winter's dearth and poverty: 

“ Hence forth take care ye live to-day, 

% And not at once throw all away: 

« Be this each Bard and Actor's plan, 

To be the prudent, honeſt man; 

* Ard every moral virtue ſcan, 

& Preſerving ever what he can. 

«© Theſe rules, my friends, but cloſe obſerve, 
* You'll live to-day—nor morrow ſtarve.” 
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PROLOGUE #o tbe WEST INDIAN. 


Spoken by Mr. REDDISN. 


RITICS, hark forward! noble game and new, 

A fine Weft Indian ſtarted full in view; 
Hot as the foil, the chime which gave him birth, 
You'll ran him on a burning {cent io earth , 
Yet don't devour him in his hiding place, 
Bag him, he'll ſerve you for another chace; 
For ſure that country has no feeble claim, 
Which ſwells our commeree, and ſupports your fame, 
And in this humble ſketch we hope you'll hnd 
Some emanations of a noble mind; | 
Some little touches, which, tho” void of art, 
May find perhaps their way into the heart, 
Another 5 our excufe implores, 
Sent by your Gifter kingdom to your ſhores; 
Doom'd by Religion's too fevere command, 
To fight for bread againſt his native land: | 

| D 3 A brave, 
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A brave, unthinking, animated rogue, 
With here and there a touch upon the brogue : 
Laugh, but deſpiſe him not, for on his lip 


His errors lie; his heart can never trip, 


Others there are—but may we not prevail 
To let the gentry tell their own plain tale ? 
Shall they come in? They'll pleaſe you, if they can; 
If not, condemn the Bard—but ſpare the Man, 
For ſpeak, think, act, or write in angry times, 
A. wiſh to pleaſe is made the worſt of crimes; 
Dire ſlander now, with black envenom'd dart, 
Stands ever arm'd to ſtab you to the heart. 
Rouſe, Britons, rouſe, for honour of our iſle, 
Your old good-humour ; and be ſeen to ſmile. 
You ſay we write not like our fathers—true, 
Nor were our fathers half fo ſtrict as you; 
Damn'd not each error of the poet's pen, 


But judging man, remeraber'd they were men : 
 Aw'd into btlence by the time's abuſe, 


Sleep many a wiſe and many a witty mule : 
We that for mere experiment come out, 
Are but the light arm'd rangers on the ſcout : 
High on Parnaſlus' lofty ſummit ſtands 
The immortal camp; there lie the choſen bands! 
But give fair quarters to us puny elves, 
The giants then will ſally forth themfelves; 
With Wit's ſharp weapons vindicate the age, 
And drive ev'n Arthur's magic from the Stage, 


' SCRUB's TRIP 70 tbe JUBILEE. 
Spoken. by Mr. WesToON.. 
ROM Stratford arriv'd—piping hot—genttefolks, 


From the rareſt of ſhows and moſt wonderful jokes, 


Your fimple acquaintance, Scrub, comes to declare, 


- *Twas fuller, by far, than our Litch field great fair; 


Such, crowds of fine ladies, ſerenading and ſinging, 


Such fixing of loud paterarocs, and ringing ;, = 
— | 8 
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To tell it in London muſt ſeem all a fable, 

And yet I will tell it as well as I'm able: 

Firſt, ſomething, m linguo of ſchools, call'd an ode; 
All critics, they told me, allow'd very good: 

One ſaid—You may take it for truth, I aſſure ye, 
'Twas made by the little great man of Old Drury. 

By my brother Martin, (for whoſe ſake, d'ye hear) 
This night I'd a mind for a touch at Shakeſpear :* 
But, honeſtly ſpeaking, 4 take more delight in 

A bit of good fun, than drums, trumpets, and lighting. 
The proceſſion, (Was ſaid, would have been a fine train, 
But could not move forwards—oh, la !—for the rain. 
Such tragical, comical folks, and ſo fine; | 
What pity it was that the ſun did not fhine; 

Since Ladies and Baronets, Aldermen, *Squires, 


All went, to this Jubilee full of deſires, - 


In crouds, as they go for to ſee a new play; 

And when it was done—why they all came away! 
Don't let me forget—a main part of the ſhow 

Was long tail'd fine comets by fam'd Angelo. 

Some turtle I got, which they call'd paſhapee, 
But honeſt roaſt beef's the beſt turtle for me. 

I hate all ragouts, and, like a bold Briton, 

Prefer good plumb- pudding to aught I e'er bit on: 
I drank too, (and now I a poet may be) 

From a charming fine cup of the mulberry-tree, 


. To bed I muſt go—for which, like a ninny, 


I paid, like my betters, no leſs than a guinea, 

For rolling—not fleeping—in linen ſo damp, 

As ſtruck my great toe, ever ſince, with the cramp : 

Thus fleec'd—in my pocket I felt a great ſmarting, 

Yet griev'd not when I and the fplinters were parting, 

*T was worth ten times more to hear {weet brother 
Martin: | 

He ſpoke, till poor Scrub was juſt fit with one eye 

To laugh, while the other was ready to cry; 

Which makes me now tell you, without any brag, 

He's ſecond to none but the Warwickſhire wag. 

The Jubilee over, I came to this place, 

Ta tell you my ſtory and ſue for your grace: 


| You 
This alludes to Mr. Weſton's defign of playing Richard. 


W 1 
1 
Bo 


44 Tus NEW SPOUTER's COMPANION. 
— CC —— CE 
You never refus'd it—yet never before, 

With granting ſuch kindnefs, bound gratitude more. 
1 love, but to own with a diligent fpirit, 

Your favours have ever out-run my light merit, 
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- PROLOGUE Jo the TIMES. 
Spoken by Mr. KIN . 


O glow with ardour, and attempt with zeal 
The reformation of the public weal, 
Are the high duty of the Comic Muſe ; 
And tho' Pace, Salt allow'd to uſe, 


To ſeaſon Pr ept, and with Ar! to tickle 
The ſores ſhe means to waſh with ſharpeſt pickle, 
Yet not the roſy, pulpited Divine, , 
Nor lank-hair'd Methodiſt with rueful whine, - 
Is more intent to root out Vice and Folly, 
And make ye all lead lives diſcrete and holy.— 
Vet why to elear the field were all their toil, 

If weeds o'erſpread not the luxuriant foil d 
Congreve or Weſley, Whitheld or Mohere, 
In vain migl.t prompt the laugh, or bribe the tear, 
If no man felt, or in hunſelf, or neighbour, 
Some failing to call forth the zealot's labour 
If no fair dame deſerib'd, midſt her acquaintance, 
Some few who might be mended by repentance. 

Looſe as the buxom air, the Youth from College 
Comes fraught with all Newmarket's hopeful know- 
In haſte to ſpend the Eſtate, not yet his own, f ledge; 
Completes his ruin ere his beard is grown; 

And when to foreign climes he ſpreads the fail, 
Tis not to enlarge his mind, but ſcape a ja), 

Then bleſt the Poet, happy the Divine, 

When Folly gives the Ton from Faſhion's Shrine! 

But whilſt the Prieſt and Satixiſt reprove 

Thoſe vices which provoke the wrath: of Jovez 

Our Author, like the patient Angler fitting. 

To catch ſmall fry, for humbler palates fitting, 

_ Has ſerv'd a Meal, not ſeaſon'd high * 
Tafte it, and if approv'd, applaud I 1 . 
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EPILOGUE to tbe TIMES. 
Spoken by Miſs FARREN. 


WY ELLE grave-pac'd Tragedy with Oh's and 
Starts! 

Flies at high game, to move and mend your hearts, 

We merrier folks with ſpirits blithe and jolly, 

Juſt perch upon ſome little ſprig of folly; 


3 For, in this age, ſo Fans chaſte, and grave, 


To rail at vice, mult ſurely be to rave! 


Yet thanks to here and there a modiſh ſool, 


= The Comic Muſe may glean ſome ridicule, 
= Jews will be Jews, if dupes can yet be ſound, 


And if one frail one's left on Engliſh ground, 


= She'll find a Phaeton and pair of ponies 

= To elope — for all men are not Macaronies :— 

Z Theſe precious Dears, at leaſt, would make her wait 
= *Twould be ſo vulgar, not to be too late. 


Our ſex-—ut ſhall I charge the weaker kind ? 
Or can thoſe fail to ſtray, whoſe guides are blind! 
Let men reform themſelves, they're our examples—— 


And goods prove ſeldom better than their ſamples. 


4 


* 
, 


4 


In former times the gallant Britiſh Youth 

Were form'd for Chivalry, and Love, and Truth 
In ſuch an Age, in ſuch a virtuous Nation, 

Love was in women almoſt inſpiration.— 


But now, alas! I ſpeak without a jeſt, | 

| Women are not inſpir'd—they're but poſſeſt. 
Men are our pilots! They ſhould maik the ſhelves 3 
For when they blame us, they reproach themſelves. 
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| 2 on — prepare my bounty for my friends, 


To the CHRISTMAS TALE. 


| Mufic plays, and ſeveral perſons enter with different kinds 


of difhes. After them, Mr. PALMER, zn the Cha- 
racter of CHRISTMAS, | g c 


And ſee that mirth with all her crew attends 11 
0 
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; [To the Audience.) 

Rehold x perſonage well known to fame; 
Once lov'd and honour'd—Chriftmss is my name! 
My officers of ſtate my taſte dilplay ; 
Cooks, ſcullions, paſtry-cooks, prepare my way! 
Holly, and ivy, round me honours ſpread, 

nd my retinue ſhew, I'm not ill ſed: 
Minc'd pies, by way of belt, my breaſt divide, 
And a large carving knife adorns my fide; 
'Tis no Fop's weapon, twill be often drawn 
This turban for my head is collar'd brawn ! 
Tho' old, and white my locks, my cheeks are cherry, 
Warm'd by good fires, good cheer, I'malways merry: 
With carrol, fiddle, dance, and pleaſant tale, 
I, Englifh hearts rejoic'd in days cf yore; ] 
For new ſtrange medes, imported by the feore, 
Yau wilt not fare turn Chriſtmas out af door! { 
Suppofe yourſelyes well feated by a Bre, 

(Stuck cloſe, you ſeem more warm than you deſire) 
Old father Chriſtmas now in all his glory, 

Begs, with kind hearts, you'll liſten to 1 * 5 
Clear well your minds from politics and fpleen, 
Hear my Tale out—lee all that's to he ſeen ! 

Take care, my children, that you well behave, 
You, Sir, in blue, red 'cape—nat quite fo grave: 
That critic there in black—ſo ſtern and thin, 
Be forè you frown, pray let the tale begin 

You in the crimſon capuchin, I fear you, 

Why, Madam, at this time ſo croſs appear you? 
Excuſe me pray did not ſee your huſband near you. 
Don't think, fair Ladies, I expect that you 

Should hear my tale—you've omething elſe to do: 
Nor will our beaux old Engliſh fare encourage; 

No foreign taſte could ger digeſt plumb- porridge. 

I have no ſauce to quicken lifeleſs ſivners, 

My food is meant for“ honeft hearty grinners ! 

For you you ſpirits with good ſtomachs bring; 

O make the neighb'ring roof with rapture ring; 
Open your mouths, pray ſwallow every taing ! j 
Critics, beware how yey our pranks deſpiſe ; 
Hear well my tale, or you ſha'nt touch my pies! 
Ihe proverb change—be merry, but not wife, 


* To the Upper Gallery. PROLOGU 
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PROLOGUE 
To the GRECIAN DAUGHTER. 


Spoken by Mr. WESTON. 
[He preps in at the Stage Door. 
IP! muſic! mukc !—Have you more to play ? 
Somewhat Id ofter—Stop your cat-gut, pray, 

Will you permit, and not pronounce me rude, 

| A Bookleller one moment to 1atrude ? 

My name is Fool's Cap: Since you ſaw me laſt, 
Fortune hach giv'n me a rare helping caſt, 
To all my toils a wife hath put a ſtop— 

A devil then; but now I keep a ſhop. 
| My maſter died, poor man!—]e's out of print; 
| His widow, — ſhe had eyes, and took my hint. 

| A prey to grief ſhe could wot bear to be. 

And ſo turn'd over a new leaf with me. 

I drive a trade; have Authors in my pay; 
Men of all work, per week, per ſhcet, per day. 
Trav'llers—who not one foreign country know; 
And Paſt'ral Poets in the ſound of Bow. 
Tranſlators—ſrom the Greek they never read; 
Cantabs and Sophs—in Covent Garden bred. 
Hiſtorians, who can't write ;-—who only take 
Sciſſars and paſte; — cut, vamp; a book they make. 

l've treated for this Play; can buy it too, 
If I could learn what you intend to do. 

If for nine nights you'll bear this tragic ſtuff, 
| have a News-paper, and there can pull, 

A News-paper does wonders !-— None can be 
In debt, in love, dependent, or quite free, 

Ugly or handfome, well, or ill in bed, 

Single or married, or alive or dead, « 

But we give life, death, virtue, vice with eaſe; 
In ſhort, a News- paper does what we pléaſe. 


—ä—ä4— —— ſ—— — 


Till truth leaves not one glimpſe, no, not one ſpark; 
But lies meet lies, and juſtle in the dark. 
Our Bard within has often felt the dart 

dent from our quiver, levell'd at his hearte . 


——_, 


There jealous Authors at each other bark; | } | 


I've 
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I've prels'd him, ere he plays this deſp'rate game, 
To anſwer all, and vindicates his name. 
But he, convinc'd that all but Truth muſt die, 
Leaves to it's own mortality the Lie. 
Would any know,—while parties fight pellmell, 
How he employs his pen ?—his Play will tell. 
To that he truſts ; that he ſubmits to you, 
Aim'd at your tend'relt feelings, — moral, —new. 
The Scenes, he hopes, will draw the heart-felt tear : 
Scenes that come home to ev'ry boſom here. 

If this will do, I'll run and buy it ſtraight ; ? 
Stay Let me ſee ;—I think I'd better wait— f 


Yes :—1I'll lie ſnug, till you have fix'd it's fate. 
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PROLOGUE 


To an HOUR Bere MARRIAGE. 


Spoken by Mr. WoopwaRD, in the Character 
of HARLEQUIN. 


Written by Mr. CoLMAN. 


EHOLD, ye Critics of this claſlic age, 
| The only relic of the ancient Stage ! 

In Greece no player try'd the arduous taſk, 

Of acting love, grief, rage, —without a maſk; 
On vizors fram'd of canvas, braſs, and wood, 
Humours and paſſions ready painted ſtood ; 
AQors, from Nature borrowing no grace, 
By Rouge, like modern Ladies, form'd the face, 
Lais, without a tooth could charm the beaux, 
Ammon might ſquint, and Venus want a noſe, 

Poor Harlequin, tho' maſk'd, like theſe once ſpoke, 

And France and Italy admir'd each joke: 
But round-head England,—all things who curtails, 
Who cuts off monarchs heads and horles tails— 
By malice led, by rage and envy ſtung, _ 
Put in my mouth a gag, and 17 d my tongue. 


Vet 


A . 

Yet I'll remonſtrate—]'ll unfold my caſe——- 

Yes, I will ſpeak—nay more, I'll ſhew my face. 
Puſhes up hts ma . 

Hark, a purſuit the Critics in 15 47. a 1 

No miniſter is half ſo maul'd as I; 

Nay, plaiſter'd on poſts, tho' they often announce me, 

Even Managers doubt if they ſhou'd not renounce me, 

Yet 'tis I give a zeſt to their comedy ſcenes, 

hold up the tail of their tragedy queens: 

Without my caprioles, whims, and frolics to tempt ye, 

Pit and boxes are thin, and the galleries empty! 

Then, Sirs, let me claim—and claim by old right, 
The rear of each play, the fag-end of each night ! 
What ! diſcard me for faces on folly and vice, 
Compos'd by themſclves—aad retail'd at half price! 
Our Poet to-night—Arrah, joys, a dear Honey ! 
Comes from Jreland to pocket your ſweet Britiſh money: 
Nay, brings in a Scotſman - becauſe *tis the faſhion 
To feaſt at th' expence of a neighbouring nation. 

But fince after Plays there ſhou'd come Fantomime, 
Or Opera ſhou'd ſquall—a plain farce is a crime: 
So, however with plot, wit, and humour he cram it, 
I, Harlequin, humbly beſcech you to damn it. 
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. PROLOGUE 
% MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


Spiken by Mr. GAR RICK. 


Being his firſt Appearance on the Stage, after his Return 
| from Italy, 


\ I T II Doubi — Joy—Apprehenſion — almoſt 
dumb, 3 
Once more to face the awful Court, I come ! 
Leſt Benedict ſhould ſuffer by my fear, 
Before He enters, I mylelt am here; 
I'm told (what Flatt'ry to my Heart!) that you ® 
Have wiſh'd to ſee me, nay have preſs'd it too, 
Alas! 'twill prove another Muck ago, | ] 
E a J, like 


— 


* The Audience. 
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I, like a boy who long has truant play'd, 
No leſſons got, no exerciſes made, 
On bloody Monday, take my fearful ſtand, 
And often eye the birchen-{ceptred hand. 
Tis twice twelve years ſince firſt the ſtage I trod, 
Enjoy'd your ſmiles, and felt the critic'srod ; a 
A ver Nine pin I, my Stage-life through, ®K 
Knock'd down by wits, ſet up again by you. | - 
In four and twenty years, the ſpirits cool; 
Is it not long enough to play the fool ?— 
'To prove it 1s, permit me to repeat, 
What late I heard in paſling through the ſtreet ; 
A youth of parts, with ladies by his fide, 
Thus cock'd his glaſs, and through it ſhot my pride: 
*Tis he, by Fove ! grown quite a clumſy fellow, 
He's fit for nothing but a punchinello. 
« O yes, for comic {cenes, Sir John—no further ;” 
He's much too ſat—for Battles, Rapes, and Murder!“ 
Worn in the ſervice, you my faults will ſpare, 
And make allowance for the wear and tear. 

The Chelſea penſioner, who, rich in ſcars, 
Fights o'er in prattle all his former wars; 
Tho' paſt the ſervice, may the young ones teach, 
To march—preſent—to fire—and mount the breach, 
Should the drum beat to arms, at firſt he'll grieve 
For wooden leg, loſt eye—and armleſs ſleeve, 
Then cocks his hat, looks fierce, and ſwells his cheſt; 
ITis for my king, and, zounds, I'll do my beſt. 


| PROLOGUE 
To the New ComtDy of DISSIPATION. 


\ Spoken by Mr. Kins. 
WY AT a ftrange title this e ee — 
d 


Ideal whim: the Author's wild creation! 
In this romantic, ſentimental age, 


Exifts there ſuch a folly—oft the tage ? 


The 
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The ſatire's falſe our Bard has wander d much 
We're wiſe and prudent, as our friends the Dutch. 
# Look to our careful Commons, frugal Lords; 
No waſte there—yes—ſome little waſte—of words. 
But more there are, who thrifty rhet'ric ſhow, 
| The cloſe, mum eloquence of. Ay and No; 
They mark Don Whifkerandos to a letter, 
And if it muſt, the leſs is ſaid, the better.“ 
| See too his Grace amid New- market Sirs, 
That deep fraternity of boots and ipurs ! 
View him full dreſs'd half flannel and half leather, 
Up to twelve ſtone or {weated to a ſeather. 
In no profuſion is he known to fin ; 
| He takes fair pains—and ſometimes more—to win. 
But ſhould the faithful dice for once run croſs, 
Not he © my little premium payſh de Joſh,” 
No falling trees or ruin'd farms deplore him, 
His Sires, good men! have made all ſmooth before him. 
In gentler boſoms does this folly reign ? 
Firſt at Salt-Hill, of all the hunting train, 
Behold the broad brim'd Dian of the day, 
Top five bar gates, and ſhew the field the way! 
„ Sure, Cries — brilliant dame, for ſcandal ready, 
« Theſe leaps are not fo prudent in a lady. 
% No, Ma'am! Why not!—Grant Mils ſhould hive 
& A friendly ſettlement will cover all.“ *[ a fall, 
In ſhort, the rage of Diſſipation o'er ; 
The very clubs have voted it a——bore. 
Their paper currency is under par 
= ror gold they mutiny—or cut the war.. | 
Nay, tho” a grave divine's convenient plan, 
Invites to take ſome twenty wives a man; 
The prudent ſoul rejes the bleſſings ſent him, 
And hnds—1 hear at leaſt—one wife content him. 
But ſhould our headſtrong Bard have dar'd to night, 
In bold contempt of precedent, to write 
five comic acts, with mournful ſcenes unbleſt, 
And only entertaining at the beſt, 
To draw from rakes reform'd no—moral ſpeeches— 
No decent ſentiments from Miſs—in breeches— 
E 2 AI 
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In ſhort, ſhould he have penn'd a laughing play, 


And raſhly thrown ſome idle wit away, 
Pray, gentlemen—lI beg no heſitation k 
Damn him ! and ſhew you hate all Diſſipation ! X 
5 N 
a. 8 
EPILOGUE r DISSIPATION. | 
Written by the Author. 


Spoken by Mrs. ABINGTON. 


ASHION's the word—again at her command 
To mark her ſovereign {way I take my ſtand, 
All ranks alike adore my potent Queen 
From proud St, James's-ſquare, to Bethnal-green, 
The titled dame not more her head can toſs, 
Than the ſhip Captain's wife at Ratcliff-croſs: 
No more contemptuous frowns the birth-night belle, 
Than does the drawn up Miſs, of Clerkenwell! ; 
A would be fine, the difference only what ? 
Her Grace thinks luis genteel, and Madam that, 
The fair of high deicent and noble blood 
| Eſteems it vulgar to be underſtood, 
Proud of the worth her anceſtors bequeath her ; 
| She thinks the giſts of Nature far beneath her, 
| Reje&s low talents that diſgrace her ſtation, 
And ſcorns the meanneſs of articulation. 
In a half whiſper thus, our minds we tell 


How'ch you do!—'t ſee you——'p you're very well, 

Sir John, an urchine juſt emerg'd from ſchool, 

Diſdains with Hoyden girls, to play the fool. 
| O curle the women all! but thoſe who play 3 
3 & How do you like my buckles? Made by Gray.” 1 
| & Dancing's a bore—and love ſad {tutf at beſt is, x 

« Damn it, I hate all dancing, but the Velins.” 1 

In humbler life ſtill faſhion is the word, 

| Full as fantaſtic and yet more abſurd, 1 

The great fat wife of ſome great fat ſhopkeeper 1 


Deep in court-mourning grey, and ſomewhat deeper, 
: Cramm'd 


Tr, 


n'd 
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Cramm'd in a hackney- coach at Cutter's Hall, 
Takes three coarſe miſſes to the Mile-End ball: 
Then, waddling up the room, roars out to ſpoule, 
« Here's no good company at all, I vows :” | 
And there's Mils Pumpkin dizen'd out in red, 
Why don't you knows? Knows what? Why knows 
who's dead. 
Dead! Lord have mercy, who? Our great third couſin: 
Adolphus-Wolfus- Peter Herring Buſſen. 32 
Thus, thro' the world 'tis {till our conſtant aim 
To ape the follies we affect to blame; 
But hold —methinks improvidently wiſe 
We raſhly cenſure what we ought to prize. 
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: Written and Spoken by Mr. FooTE.. 


NYEVERE their-taſk, who in this Critic age, 

J With freſh materials furniſh out the Stage! 
Not that our Fathers drain'd the comic ſtore ; 
Freſh characters ſpring up as heretofore——- 
Nature with novelty does ſtill abound; 
On every fide freſh, follies may be found. | 
But then ihe taſte of every gueſt to hit, a 


To pleaſe at once, the Gallery, Box, and Pit; 

Requires at leaſt—no common fhare of wit, 
Thoſe who adorn the orb of higher life, 

Demand the lively rake, or modiſh wife; 

Whiltt they, who in a lower circle move, 

Yawn at their wit, and ſlumber at their love. 

If light low mirth employs the comic ſcene, 

Such mirth, as drives from vulgar minds the ſpleen; 

The poliſh'd Critic damns the wretched tuff, 

And cries, il pleaſe the gall" ries well enOugite 

Such jarring judgments who can reconcile ? 

Since Fops will frown, where humble Traders ſmile. . 
To daſh the Poet's ine ffectual claim, 

And quench his thirſt for univerſal fame, 


þ 


* 
4 


E 3 4 | The. | 


54 Tas NEW SPOUTER's COMPANION. 


The Grecian Fabuliſt, in moral lay, 


2 


Has thus addreſs'd the writers of his day: 

Once on a time, a Son and Sire, we're told, 
The Stripling tender, and the Father old, 
Purchas'd a Jack-aſs at a Country Fair, 
To eaſe their limbs, and hawk about their ware ; 
But as the ſluggiſh animal was weak, 
They fear'd, if both ſhould mount, his back would 
Up gets the Boy, the Father leads the aſs, {break : 
And thro” the gazing crowd attempts to pals ; 
Forth from the throng, the grey-beards hobble out, 
And hail the cavalcade with feeble ſhout. 
This the reſpect to reverend age you ſhow ? 
And this the duty you to parents owe ? 
He beats the hoof, and you are ſet aftride ; 
Strrah / get down, and let your father ride. 
As Grecaan lads were ſeldom void of grace, 
The decent, duteous youth reſign'd his place, 
Then a freſh murmur through the rabble ran, 
Boys, Girls, Wives, Wilows, all attack the man. 
Sure never was brute beaſt fo void of nature! 
Have you no pity for the pretty creature? 
Fo your own baby can you be unkind ! 
*Here—Suke, Bill, Betty—put the child behind. 
Old Dapple next, the Clowns” compaſſion claim'd ; 
*Tis wonderment, them boobtes ben't aſham'd : 
Teo at a ti me upon a poor dumb beaſt ! 
They might as well have carry'd him at leaf, 
The pair {till pliant to the partial voice, 
Diſmount and bear the aſs—then what a noiſe 1 
Huzzas—loud laughs, low gibe, and bitter joak, 
From the yet filent Sire, theſe words provoke.— 
Proceed, my boy, nor heed their farther call ; 
Vain his attempts, who ſtrives to pleaſe them all. 
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This Tyrant in the day o 
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OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE 
To the Tragedy of 
KING RICHARD Tues THIRD, 


E 


1 


[ Lately repreſented by ſome Gentlemen, for the Amuſement 


of their Friends at SUDBURY. |] 
Written and Spoken by Mr. J. F. 


I theſe rude days, When Folly governs moſt, 
E'en from the garret to the kitchen's hoſt, 
It can't be ſtrange, that we in miniature 


? Should here attempt your fancies to allure ; 


Should call our friends from Happineſs and Joy, 
To ſcenes that muſt awhile their peace deſtroy, 
As this wi1sE age a ſanction gives to Plays, 


| We chule the Rory of third Richard's days; 
| Bring forth that monſter to your public fight, 
|. Whole life was ſorrow, and whoſe death delight: 


Yet, tho' too late, with eg: here we tell, 
glory fell! 

The honeſt Villager, whoſe greateſt ſtore 

Is ſweet Content, (regards but little more) 

Will rife at worn to aid THAT pleaſing wealth, 


Which Nature gave him when ſhe gave him health : 


And when the evening dew, or weſtern ſun, 
Denote his daily labour ſhould be done, 
Home to his cot he'll fly with heart-felt glee, 
And bleſs his offspring, while they kiſs his knee; 
Salutes bis mate, then to the healthy bed 
Of ſtraw he creeps, and reſts fecure his head. 
Thus in a barn fair Peace will ſhelter find, 
When driv'n by envy from th' ambitious mind, 

I who am caſt your HERO to appear, 
Muſt beg my life ꝓrolong'd another year, 

nat (from conviction of my errors paſt) 
may reform, and gain your ſmiles at laſt. 
Perhaps in Romeo I afglength may pleaſe, 
Who ſtands appall'd, when Juliet's corpfe he fees; 
Or elſe a Shylock, whoſe harſh notes reſound, 
& Produce the ſcales, to take of fleſh one pound: 


66 Moſt | 
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% Moſt righteous judge! a ſentence! Come, pre- 
are. ; 

Yet find I muſt not touch a fingle hair! 

Then a faint image of Othello's roar 3 

„ Villain! be ſure you prove my love a whore :” 

And (ere too late) my principles ſhew clear, 

In one night's.ſpecimen of Orwar's Pierre. 

Here then I'll ſtop, requeſting to the end, 

The greateſt candour from the ſlighteſt friend. 
And if it be no ſacrilege to name, 

In this addreſs, three men, all dear to Fame, 

Our wiſh is to begin with Fox's fire, 

Proceed like CHATHAu, and like Burke retire, 


— _——_—— - 


EPILOGUE 
To RICHARD 7#he *'THIRD.. 


And Spoken by Rich MOND, entering with his 
Sword drawn. 


ARM from the field, where Honour led the 


Way, 


Where Death was frequent, Liſe ſcarce one ſhort day, 


I'm come, midſt hope and fear, myſeli to ſhew 

At laſt, the conqueror of a valiant foe ; 

A foe, whole courage, us'd in Freedom's cauſe, 

Would aid the feeble baſes of our laws, 

Reftore thoſe rights that tyranny ſuppreſs'd, 

And jhe moſt wretched make the truly bleſs'd. 

I'll quit this topic, and on modern times 

Deſcant a little in our dead man's' rhymes, 
KaxoR, who late-a town did repreſent, 

Was bound to Aye and No laſt Parliament; 

Yet, thinking ſtill to hold that ſeat, cauſe Fame, 

For ſome Ar TRIFLE., once had heard his name, 

Preſum d to aſk the ſuffrages of thoſe, | 

Whoſe Freedom he for fi years did oppoſe, . 
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„ No!” cry'd a ſage, who oft had lent his aid 

To Liberty, and honour'd ev'n it's ſhade ; 

© No! if you beg my Vote for Virtue's cauſe, 

And when you've gain'd it, trample on her laws ; 

Which you have done; again you merit not 

That voice, whoſe honeſt purpole you forgot.” 
Replies the Courtier, „If you doubt my love, 

One Seſſions more my faithfulneſs ſhall prove.“ 
Rejoins the Sage, If promiſes lo fair, 

The firſt time given, all changed like April air, 

We don't expect 'twill be the szcoxD's lot 

To gain that notice which the ri sr had not. 

I know, for truth, you're leagu'd with wicked men, 

Who'll tax us till each palace 1s a den; 

And while my labour mult their vices fee, 

My ſ tongue ſhall ſpeak what wrongs the eye doth ſee,” 

Here the whole Town, by Wiſdom's voice made bold, 

Diſcharg'd that man, who'd quit their rights for gold, 
Time calls me hence; “ but yet, ere I depart, 

Accept the trueſt wiſhes of my. heart: 

May Peace and Virtue ſoon amongſt us ſhine, 

And all our Glories equal Fifty nine, 

Ah! ſee ſweet Peace appear! Curs'd fiend, + away ! 

Stab not thy brother in the midſt of day! 

But hide thy point, till JusT1ce thee unſheath, 

And then will Hoxovux yield to thee her wreath, 


PROLOGUE | 
To the CHAPTER of ACCIDENTS. 


Mrillen by GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ. 
: Spoken by Mr. PALMER; | 
12 has the paſſive ſtage, howe'er abſurd, 


Been rul'd by names, and govern'd by a word: 
Some poor cant term, like magic ſpells, can awe, 
And bind our realms like a dramatic law. | 


* Looking at his watch, + Throws away his ſword. 
When 


— - 
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ive me the bard, who makes me laugh and cry, 


No temporary touches, no alluſions 
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When Fielding, Humour's fav'rite child, appear'd, 

Low was the word—a word each author fear'd ! 

'Till chac'd at length by pleaſantry's bright ray, 

Nature and mirth reſum'd their legal ſway ; 

And Gold{mith's genius baſk'd in open day. | 
No beggar, howe'er poor, a cur can lack ; 

Poor bards, of critic curs, can keep a pack; 

One yelper ſilenc'd, twenty barkers riſe 

And with new howls, their ſnarlings ill diſguiſe, 

Low baniſh'd, the word ſentiment tucceeds ; 

And at that ſhrine the modern playwright blecds, 

Haid fate! but let each wou'd-be critic know, 

That ſentin ents from genuine feelings flow! 

Critics! in vain declaim, and write, and rail; 

Nature, eternal nature! will prevail. 


Diverts and moves, and all, I ſcarce know why! 
Untaught by commentators, French or Dutch, 
Paſſion ſtill anſwers to.th* electric touch. 
Reaſon, like Falſtaff, claims, when all is done, 
The. honours of the field already won. 

To night, our author's is a mixt intent 
Paſſion and humour'd—low and ſentiment : 
Smiling in tears—4a ſcrio- comic play 
Sunſhine and ſhow'r—a kind of April-day ! 

A Lord, whoſe pride is in his honour plac'd; 
A Governor, with av'rice not diſgrac'd ; 
An humble Prieſt! a Lady, and a lover 

So full of virtue, ſome of it runs over. 


To camps, reviews, and all our late confuſions; 
No perional reflections, no ſharp ſatire, 

But a mere chapter—from the book of nature, 
Wrote by a woman too the Muſes now 

Few liberties to naughty men allow; 

But like old maids on earth, refolv'd to vex, 
With cruel coyneſs treat the other ſex 


l 


PROLOGUE 
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” "PROLOGUE 
To the LIVERPOOL PRIZE. 


Mrilten by Mr. Pil Lo. 


Salen by Mr. Lzz Lzwis, in the Character . 
5 a Littery-Office Keep:r. 


[ Enters, reading 4 Play-bill.) 


| 1 Liverpool Prize! what are theſe folks ſtill on 
| The twenty thouſand paid Leland and Dillon? 


[ Paujing, 

I ſold that number, and inſur'd it too, 
| Aye, Prizes out of number, tween me and you! 
| Looking round with ſurprize. 
'Sdeath, where am I ? What! ftumbled on the ſtage? 
No wonder that, in this fatyric age; 
Here mark{man Wit ſhoots at all game that flies, 
One night a Nabob—next a Moleſworth dies, 
Why even this I could ſuppoſe Guildhall, 
But that I miſs the Wheels, and Giants *gainft the wall, 

[Looking at the figures of Tragedy and Comedy. 


. . 0 . 
Miſs the Giants! from the earlieſt age 


Thoſe Ladies have ood Gog and Magog of the ſtage. 
Then round in expectation Buyers fit, 

Before me the Commiſſioners, in the Pit, 

Who meet in judgment on cach muſe- ſtruck vot'ry, 
And on theſe huſtings Genius has it's Lott'ry, 

All the World's a ſtage—old Shakeſpear declares, 
And all the men and women merely Play'rs. 

Did Shapeſpear's genius light the preſent day, 

All the World's a Lott'ry, I'm ſure, he'd ſay, 

What is the Law, but a deep ſcheme which tries 
To pick your pocket of a ſwinging prize ? 

Phyſic's another, of which friends beware, 

For death and the Doctor all the prizes ſhare, 

We fix upon a number in a Wife, 

And without luck we draw a blank for life 

Unle&s indeed, we take the well-bred courſe, 

i” enſure, at Doctors Commons, by divorce, 


1 o 4 * 
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Then who ſo churliſh, or ſo cynic grown, 
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The State by all's a Lottery allow'd, | 

The Wheels of State, you know—'Sdeath I'm 
loud 

The Lott'ry wheels, good folks, I mean to ſay, 

The Wheels of State go always the right way, 

Yonder's a Poet, with a diſmal face, 

Who wou'd attempt to underwrite his caſe ? 

If he thinks I will, our Poet here is bit, 

I never ſign a policy on wit. 


[ Addreſſing the Audience, 
Here is the only office can ſecure him, | 
If you approve, the Town will then inſure him. 
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ROTO UE 
To the. Comedy of SUCH THINGS ARE. 


By Thomas VAUGHAN. 
Spoken by Mr. HoLMAN. . 


5 * ſay you critic gods *—and you below, + 
Are you all friends ?—or here and there—a foe? 
Come to protect your literary trade, 

Which Mrs. Scribble dares again invade— 

But know you not—in all the fair ones do, 

"Tis not to pleaſe themſelves alone—but you, 


Would wiſh to change a ſimper for a frown P 
Or who ſo jealous of their own dear quill, 
Would point the paragraph her fame to kill? 
Yet ſuch there are, in this all-ſcribbling town, 
And men of letters too—of ſome renown, 
Who ficken at all merit but their own. 


But ſure twere more for wit's—for honour's ſake, 


To make the Drama's race the“ give and take,” 
| [ Looking round the Houſe. } 


My hint I ſee's approv'd - ſo pray begin it, 


And praiſe us roundly * for the good things in it, 8 


Galleries. + Pit. 
Waring the hand —addreſſing the houſe, a 
| | or 
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Nor let ſeverity our faults expoſe, 
When godlike Homer's ſelf was known to doze. 

But of the piece methinks 1 hear you hint, 
Some dozen lines, or more, ſhould give the tint 
« Tell how Sir John with Lady Betty's maid 
« Is caught intriguing at a 1 0165 "EY 
« Which Lady Betty, in a jealous fit, 

«© Reſents, by AY with Sir Ben the Cit, 

« Whoſe three feet ſpouſe to modiſh follies bent, 
« Miſtakes a fix feet valet—for a gent. 

„ Whilſt miſs, repugnant to her guardian's plan, 
& Flopes in breeches with her fav'rite man.“ 

Such are the hints, we read in Roſcius' days, 
By way of prologue, uſher'd in their / wag 
but we, like miniſters, and cautious fpies, 

In ſecret meaſures think—tþe merit lies, 

Yet ſhall the muſe thus far unveil the plot, 

This play was tragi-comically got, 

Thoſe fympathetic ſorrows to impart 

Which harmonize the feelings of the heart; 

And may, at leaſt, this humble merit hoaſt, 

A ſtructure founded on fair faricy's coaſt, 

With you it reſts, that judgment to proclaim, 
Which, in the world muſt raiſe or ſink it's fame, + 
Vet ere her judges ſign their faſt report, 


'Tis you [te the Boxes] mult recommend her to the 


COUNT — 
Whoſe ſmiles, like Cynthia, in a winter's night, 
Will cheer our wand'rer with a gleam of light, 


0 — —— 


EPILOGUE 


Spoken by Mrs. Marrocks. 
Written by Mitts PETER AnDaRws, Eſq. 


QINCE all are ſprung, they ſay, from mother earth, 


Why ſtamp a merit, 7 diſgrace on birth ? 


4 | Yet 


PR 
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To the Coutor of SUCH THINGS ARE. 
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Vet ſo it is, however we diſguiſe it, 
All boaſt their origin, or elle deſpiſe it ; 
' This pride, or ſhame, haunts ev'ry living ſoul 
From Hyde Park. Corner, down to Limehouſe Hole: 
Peers, taylors, poets, ſtateſmen, undertakers, 
Knights, ſquires, man-milliners, and -peruke-maker;; 
Sir Hugh Glenguthglie, from the land of goats, 
Tho' out at elbows —lſhews you all his coats; 
And rightful heir to twenty pounds per annum, 
- Boaſts the rich blood, that warm'd his great great 
| grannam; | : | 
While wealthy Simon Soapſads, juſt beknighted, 
Struck with the {word of ſtate, is gown dim ſighted; 
Forg?'s the neighbouring chins he us'd to lather, 
And ſcarcely knows he ever had a father, 
Our author then, correct in every line, 
From nature's characters hath pictur'd mine; 
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For manv a lofty fair, who friz'd and curl'd, 1 

With creſt of horſehair, to ring thro” the world ; OD 

To powder, paſle, and pins, ungrateful grown, = \ 

- Thinks the full perriwig is all her own; x 1. 
Proud of her conqu' ning ringlets, onward goes, ; 

Nor thanks the barber, from whole hands {h- roſe, 4 < 
Thus doth falfe pride fantaſtic minds miſlead, # 
And make our weaker ſex, ſeem weak indeed; 3 
Suppoſe, to prove this truth, in mirthful (train, 1 

We bring the Dripping family again T 


Fapa, a tallow-chandler by deſcent, 
" Hizd read“ how larning is moſt excellent.“ 
do mils, return'd from boarding-ſchooL at Bow, 


Waits tov be finiſh'd by mama and co. 9 
© See, {poule, how ſpruce our Nan is grown, and tall, WW A 
„ I'd lay, the cuts a daſh at Lord Mayor's ball :” 3 5 
In bolis the mad“ Ma'm! miſs's maſter's come,“ 6 T 
Away fly ma' and miſs, to dancing room— — pe 
4% Walk in, mounſe-r, come Nan, draw up like me 75 
«K Ma foi, madame, mils like you as two pea.” | T 
Monſieur takes out his kit, the ſcene begins: . 6. 
Mliſs truſſes up, my lady mother grins; : 00 


% Ma'mſelle, me t-ach a you de ſtep to tread, 
Firſt, turn your toe, den turn your liitle head; 


1 Ore, 


4 
s 
: 
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One, two, dree, ſinka, riſa, balance, bon, 


( Now entrechat, and now de cotillon! | 
| [ Singing and dancing about. F 
i Pardieu, ma'mſelle, be one enchanting girl, | [ 
Me no ſurprize to ſee her ved an ear] :” 4 
With all my heart,“ ſays miſs, © mounſcer I'm ready, ,v 
I dream'd laſt night, ma', 1 ſhould be à lady.“ | 
Thus do the N all important grown, 1 
Expect to ſhine with luſtre not their own ; 


New airs are got, freſh graces, and freſh waſhes, 
New caps, new gauze, new feathers, and new {aſhes ; 
t Ti jult complete for conqueſt at Guildhall, 
Don comes an order to ſuſpend the ball; 
# Miſs {krieks, ma' ſcolds, pa' ſeems to have loſt his tether, 
Caps, cuſtards, coronets—all ſink together 
Papa reſumes his jacket, dips away, 1 
And miſs lives ſengle, till next Lord Mayor's day. 
| If ſuch the ſorrow, and if fuch the ſtrife, 
That break the comforts of domeſlic life; 
Look to the hero, who this night appears, 
Whoſe boundleſs excellence the world reveres; 
Who friend to nature, by no blood confin'd, 
Is the glad relative of all mankind, 
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Nrilien by Mr. Fox, Jun. and ſpcken by Mr. Hors- 
3 KINSON, at Brighton Theatre. 
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Z IE all !-die nobly I—'ſaith, I'd quite forgot 
1; I came to give my trip, friends—did I not? 
Actor and Poet, ſtill I roam for fame, 
& Eager on your kind ſmiles to raiſe my name 
Like Proteus I change ſhape, as well as places, : 
1 Peeping.at old friends, attir'd with new faces, | i 
Jo dramatize you all, from fpot to ſpot, _ | 
. ſearch for incident, effect, and plot; 1 
Cain ſituation—ſeek out laugh and joke 
Copy each pun, that's at hap-hazaid. ſpoke ; | 
F = When ; 
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When wit's at ſtake, I give and take the odds, 

Die all! die nobly! die like demi- gods!“ 

From Bath to France, egad I took a tiip, 

And ſaw ſome friends upon the lamp-poſts ſkip ; 

Next ſituation— faith, that's true enough, 

And then the denouement—O damn'd queer ſtuff! 

Poor Lou's' part, no touch of the ſublime — 

« I've an Idea,”—"twou'd make a pantomime 3 

The Champ de Mars—egacd, the effect was grand, 

The wheeibarrow—but there I'm at a ſtand. — 

Tho' kings are men, there's ſomething {till ſupreme, 

Which round a monarch's royal head does beam ; 

To our's, each ſubje& with ſubmiſſion nods, 

And each would die“ Nie all, like demi-gods !” 
Finding in France, my time and labour loſt, 

I went to Dieppe, and thence to Brighton croſt. 


Tis here I find my wit, my fancy glow, 


Here, here my brains with new ideas flow ; 
Ideas! „ In fact—l've ideas” twill prove 
The ſeat of whim, of gratitude, and love, — 
\Whene'er I walk upon the verdant ſcene, 
And view the paſting beauties on the Steyne, 
h effect exceeds imagination's ſcope, 

I fwim in plots, in incident, and trope; 

But when Aurora calls me from my 


And o'er the pebbled beach I ighly tread 


(My note-book out) J fee a lovely fair 
Down—down ſhe dips ! O what effett is there! 
Behold ſhe riſes! Venus ſrom the fea! 

O happy day !—there's charming ſimile! 

But hold! ſome ſimile I muſt preſerve 

For boons, which Candour ſays, I ſcarce deſerve : 


Your kind applauſe, beſtow'd with folt'ring hand, 


Unbounded gratitude muſt e'er command: 
This to preſetve ſhall be my great endeavour, 
„Die all, and nobly too, to gain your favour. 
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EPILOGUE k 


: Written | the late Dr. Gol DSMITH, and polen zy 
Mr. Liwns, in the charatter of Harlequin, 


ee ! Prompter, hold! a word before your non- 


ſenſe, \ 
Id ſpeak a word or two to eaſe my conſcience. 
My pride forbids it ever ſhou'd be ſaid, 
My heels eclips'd the honors of my head, 
That I found humours in the pyebald veſt, 
Or ever thought that jumping was a jelt. | 
a [ Taking off his maſt. 
| Whence, and what art thou, viſionary birth ? | 
Nature diſowns, and reaſon ſcorns thy mirth; 
| In thy black aſpect ev'ry paſſion fleeps, 
The joy that dimples, and the woe that weeps. 
How haſt thou fill'd the ſcene with all thy brood ? _ 
Of fools purſuing, and of fools purſu'd ! CRTC 
| Whoſe ins and outs no ray of ſenſe diſcloſes, 
Whoſe only plot it is to break our noſes ; 
Whilſt from oe the trap- door dæmons riſe, 
And from above the dangling deities ; 
And ſhall I mix in this unhallow'd crew p 
May roſin'd lightning blaſt me if I do. 
No—l'll act, I'll vindicate the ſtage ;. 
Shakeſpeare himſelf ſhall feel my tragic rage. 
Off! off ! vile trappings! a new pathon reigns, 
The mad'ning monarch revels in my veins, 
Oh! for a Richard's voice to catch the theme: 
Give me another horſe ! bind up my wounds !—ſoft—' 
was but a dream. 7H 
fy, it was a dream, for now there's no retreating : - 
If I ceafe Harlequin, I ceaſe from eating. 
"Twas thus that AÆſop's ſtag, a creature blameleſs, 
Yet ſomething vain, like one that ſhall be nameleſs, _ 
Once on the margin of a fountain ſtood, 
And cavil'd at his image in the flood. 
* The deuce confound (he cries) theſe drum--ftick 
#hanks, | | ae 
* They neither have my gratitude nor thanks ; 
| RIBS EF q - "6 They 
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| « They're perfectly diſgraceful! Strike me dead 
| « But for a head, O yes, I have a head. 


| 
| Ho piercing is that eye! how ſleek that brow ! 
| And my horn! I'm told that horns are all the 
| faſhion now,” 
| Whilſt thus he ſpoke, aftoniſh'd ! to his view, 
| Near, and more near, the hounds and huntſmen drew, 
Hoicks ! hark forward! come thund'ring from behind, 
| He bounds aloft, outſtrips the fleeting wind: 
| He quits the woods, and tries the beaten ways ; 
He ſtarts, he pants, he takes the circling maze. 
| At length, his filly head, fo priz'd before, 
| ls taught it's former folly to deplore ; 
Whilſt his ſtrong limbs confpire to ſet him free, 
| And at one bound he ſaves himſelf, like me. 
| [ Taking a jump through the flaze door. 


' 
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O wake the ſoul by tender ſtrokes of art, 
To raiſe the genius, and to mend the heart ; 
To make mankind in conſcious virtue bold, 
Live o'er each ſcene, and be what they behold : 
| For this the tragic muſe firſt trod the ſtage, 
| Commanding tears to ſtream through ev'ry age; 
Tyrants no more their ſavage nature kept, 
| And foes ta virtue wonder'd how they wept. 
Orr author ſhuns by vulgar {rings to move 
| The hero's glory, or the virgin's love; 
| In pitying loves we but our weakneſs fhew, 
| And 


wild ambition well deſerves it's woe. 
| Here tears ſhall flow from a more gen'rous caubs, 
1 Such tears as patriots ſhed for dying laws; 
| | He bids your brealls with ancient ardour riſe, 

And calls forth Roman drops from Britiſh eyes. 

Virtue confeſs'd in human ſhape he draws, 
| W hat Plato thought, and god-like Cato was : | 
1 No common object to your ſight diſplays, 
But what with pleaſure heav'n itſelf ſurveys, 
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A brave man ſtruggling in the ſtorms of fate, 

And greatly falling with a falling ſtate, 

While Cato gives his little ſenate laws, C274 

What boſom beats not in his country's cauſe ? 

Who ſces him act, but envies ev'ry deed ? 

Who hears him groan, and does not wiſh to bleed ? 

Bv'n when proud Czar midſt triumphal cars, 

The ſpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars, 

Ignobly vain and impotently great, ; 

Shew'd Rome her Cato's figure drawn in ſtate; | 

As her dead father's rev'rend image paſt, 

The pomp was darken'd and the day o'ercaſt; 

The triumph ceas'd, tears guſh'd from ev'ry cye ; 1 

The world's great victor paſs'd unheceded by 

Her laſt good man dejected Rome ador'd, . 

And honour'd Czſar's leſs than Cato's ſword. q 
Britons attend : be worth like this approv'd, q 

And ſhew you have the virtue to be mov'd. 

With koneſt ſcorn the firſt fam'd Cato view'd | 

Rome learning arts from Greece, whom the ſubdu'd! 

Our ſcene precariouſly ſubſiſts too long 1 

On French tranflation, and Italian ſong, h 

Dare to have ſenſe yourſelves ; affert the ſtage, 

Be juſtly warm'd with your own native rage : 

Such plays alone fhould pleaſe a Britiſh car, 

As Cato's ſelf had not diſdain'd to hear. 
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£ DAY i= TURKEY, or the RUSSIAN 
SLAVES. 


Selen by Mr. HARLEY: 


OT from the preſent moment ſprings our play, 
1h' events which gave it birth are palt * 
Ve 
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Five glowing moons have chas'd night's ſhades from 
| earth, C1 
| Since the war fled which gave our Drama birth, 
Not ſmiling peace o'er Ruſſia's wide ſpread land 
„ard gently then, her ſceptre of command. 
« No! thouſands ruſh'd at red ambtion's call, 
„ With mad'ning rage to triumph—or ta fell, 
| was they our female Bard from Britamn's ſhore 
« Was led by fancy to the diflant roar''— * 
Twas then ſhe faw ſweet yirgins captives made, 
fl 'Twas then ſhe ſaw the cheek of beauty fade, 
| Whilſt the proud ſoldier in 1gnoble chains, 
| Was from his country dragg'd to hoſtile plains, 
Thus was her bold imagination far'd, 
When battle with it's horrid train retir'd ; 
| Yet, ſure the ſtory which ſhe then combin'd, 
l Should not to drear oblivion be conſigu d 
No—let it ſtill your various paſſions raiſe, 
And to have touch'd them, oft', has been her praile : 
| Truſling to candour, ſhe ſolicits here, 
! Your {mile of pleaſure, or your pity's tear 
| For tho” the time is paſt, the Fez 1.inc true, 
She dedicates to NATuRE, and to You !. 
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ETEL © G UE 
To.the Comtpy «f 
A DAY in TURKEY, or the RUSSIAN 
: SLAVES. 
Written by Mrs. CowLey, the Author of the Comedy. 
Spoken by Mrs. Pope. 


SCAP'D from Turkey, and from prifon free, 
| — Yet ſtill a SLavg you ſhall behold in me; 
An Engliſh ſlave—ſlave to your ev'ry pleaſure, 
Seekipg your plaudits as her richeſt treaſure. 
Whilſt thus you feaſt with cheering praiſe my ear, 
For qur {oft poet J confeſs ſome fear, 


| | Perhaps 
| ® The lines diſtinguiſhed by Italics are from the pen of Della Cruſca. 
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Perhaps you'll ſay,—two marriages for love! 2 

Thus fooliſh female pens for ever rove ; 

e But give us, Madam, give us, real life, 

% Who goes o Turkes, pray, to fetch a wife?“ 

Critic? a few months paſt I wou'd allow 

Your comment juſt, but not, Sir Surly, now ! 

For now we. know a Prince can crols the leas, 

obtain a wife, a nation's heaits to pleaſe. 

& The age of chroalry”” again returns, | 

And love with all it's ancient fplendor burns; 

Les 

ell the rapt Orztor, whoſe magic pen 

So late challis'd the new-found rights of men 

{ Who fear'd that honor, courage, love were loſt, - 

And Europe's glories in the whirlwind toſt; 

| Tell him © heroic enterpriſe” {hall ſtill ſurvive, 

| And © loyalry to fex” remain alive; 

| © The rnbought grace of life” again we find, 
And & proud ſubmiffon” fills the public mind, 
T'wards her, now borne to BRITAIx's happy coaſt 
A huſband's honor, and a nation's boaſt, 

| 6 Fuft lighted on this orb the vifion ſhines, 
« Scarce _ to touch,“ and as it moves, refines ! 
O; may ſhe long adorn this choſen iſle, 
Where the beſt gifts of fate unceaſing ſmile! | 
When, “ like the morning ſtar“ at wond'rous height, 1 
She ſoars at length beyond this world and night, 
Still may your bleſſings to her name be given, 
While ſoft ſhe fades into her native heaven! 
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{7 Thoſe who read will know, that in the above Epilogue all the 

p:Nages diſtinguithed by Italics are taken from an effuſion in- 
b ipned by anetber royal lady ;z—agitating the lightening pen ofa man 
who in his head is all Reasox, in his heart all SExnSATION; 

a man whom politics ſeized, and ſeem to have dragged reluctantly | 

from Love, But the women of future times weave to his me- p 

mory the fineſt garlands, and tine amidft laurels and roſes the | 


o 


name of Bukks. 
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PROLOGUE. zo tbe FIRST FLOOR. 
Written by Mr. Cons. 


EL1,, here you are—2xpettant all no doubt 
Gueſſing what this ſame farce can be about, 
« The Firſt Floor—La!” exclaims a city dame, 
© Upon my word a monſtrous pretiy name, 
« Deary, we'll go and ſee it—theie are jokes, 
„ Depend upon it, on low vulgar folks, 
% ho into naſty lodgings needs mult pop, 
% And can't afford, like us, to keep a ſhop,” 
© Tell me, Sir Harry”—lifps a titled fair, 
« What is this farce ?—and pray who will be there? 
% Shall one be vapour'd with their empty rows? 
% Or bleſt in crowds of faces that one bee * 


« Can't ſay, pon onnor, ma' am, replies Sir Harry | 
« As forthe Jeet e it can't miſcarry, 


© If cramm'd with jeſt on us as heretofore, 
« To wake the creatures in the galleries roar, 
« Thefe Fuft Floor authors are quite new 10 mes 
« I thought they liv'd in ganets - He! he! he! 
& Lud,” cries her ladyſhip, “ Idare to ſay, | 
& This Firſt Floor points at poor dear Lady K. 
& She ſupt with we know who—we all know where 
«© Some folks have taken lodgings near the ſquare, 
= Thus to ſtab characters one's feeling ſhocks ;— 
6% John—run to Folbrook—I muſt have a box.” 
„% Pſhaw,” ſnarls old Quidnunc—* I'll lay five to 


“ ſour, | 


© There's nought but politics in this Firſt Floor— 


& Sly ſtrokes at miniſters—1 ſmcll a rat 
“% Botany Bay—the treaty—and all that!“ 
% Done,” ſays Jack Spruce—* I'll bet you what you 
. pleaſe, 
© They will be witty on the ladies keys. 
& Or, as the laſt new joke their purpoſe ſuits, 
% Abuſe box-lobby heroes, and their boots,” 
Now while conjecture marks each ſapient phiz, 
Ill give you juſt a ſketch of what it is, 
Our Firſt Floor's fitted up in hopes of ſtriking, 


Thole who to mirth and whim bear hearty liking, : 
n 


PROLOGUES axp EPILOGUES. 57 


— dl... ad dw — 


— — — 
3 _— 8 


In whom by faſhion, nature nc'er luppreſt, 

With burſts of honeſt laughter greet each jeſt, 
Our Floor thus let—the graver critics ſcorning, 
We hope our lodgers will not give us warning. 
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\ Spoken by Mr. SHUTER, at one of his Benefits. 


N ſormer times there liv'd one Ariſtolle, 
Who, as the ſong lays, lov'd, like me, his bottle, 
To Alexander Magnus he was tutor, —— - 
(Ar'n't you ſurpris'd to hear the learned Shuter 7) — 
But let that reſi—a new tale I'll advance, 
A tale Ino, truth! mun—l'm jult conc from France, 
From Paris I came ; why I went there, no matter; 
I'm glad that once more I'm on this ſide the water; 
was fo win a large wazer that hurry'd me over; 
But I wiſh'd to be off when I came down to Dover, 
To ſwallow ſea- water the doctors will tell ye, 
But the ſight of ſuch water at once fill'd my belly; 
They who chuſe it for phyſic may drink of the fea, 
But only to think on't is phyſic lor me. 
When I firſt went on board, Lord! I heard ſuch a 
racquet, | 
Such babbling and ſquabbling, fore and 'aft, through 
| the pacquet ; | 
The paſſengers bawling, the ſailors yo-ho-ing, 
The ſhip along daſhing, the winds aloft blowing; 
Some Lek and ſome {wearing, ſome ſinging, fome 
{krieking, | | | 
Sails hoiſting, blocks rattling, the yards and booms 
| creaking; 
Stop the ſhip !—but the tars never minding our caſes, 
Took their chaws, hitch'd their trouſers, and grinn'd 
in our faces. 
We made Calais ſoon, and were ſoon (et on ſhore, 
I trod on French ground, Wh: re I ne'er trod before. 
The ſcene was quite chang'd, 'twas.no more yo, ho ho, 
With damme Jack, yes, boy—or damme Tom, 1 ! 
Lang | | Was 


* 
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Twas quite t'other thing, mun, 'twas all complaiſanc 
Wich cringes and ſcrapes we were welcom'd to Franc 
Ah, Monleer Ago !—they cry'd—be on ven nu, 
Tres umble ſervant, fir, we glad to ſee you. 

I ne'er met ſuch figures before in my rambles, 
They flock'd round my carcaſe like flies in the ſnambles 
To be crouded among them at firſt I was loth, 

For fear they ſhould ſeize me and ſouſe me for broth, 
At laſt, tho' they call'd me my Lor Angleterre, 
(Lord, had you then ſeen but my ſtrut and my ſtare! 
Wee, wee, I cry'd. wee then—and put on a ſword! 
So at once Neddy Shuter turn'd into a lord. 
expected at France all the world and his wiſe, 

But I never was baulk'd ſo before in my life: 

I ſhould ſee wonders there, I was told by Monſeer; 
So I did, I ſaw things there were wonderful queer; 
Queer ſtreet and queer houtres; with people much 


queerer, 


Each one was a talker, but no one a hearer, 
I ſoon had enough of their pallovoulee 

It's a fine phraſe to ſome folks, but nonſenſe to me: 

All folks there are dreſs'd in a toy ſhop like ſhow, 

A hodge-podging habit, *twixt fidler and beau; N 

Such 1 and ſuch heads too, ſuch coats and ſuch : | 

III S— 

They ſold me ſome ruffles—but I found the ſhirts, Al 

Then, as to their dinners, their ſoups arid their W 
ſtewings, ; W 


One ounce of meat ſerves for ten gallons of brewing: 

For a ſlice of roaſt beck how my mind was agog ! 

But for beef they produc'd me a fricaſeed ſrog: 

Out of window I toſs'd it, it wa'n't fit to eat, 

Then down ſtairs I jump'd, aud ran into the ſtreet, 
"Twas not their palaver could make me determine 

To ſtay where I found it was taſte to eat vermin; 

Frogs in K rance may be fine, and their Grand Monarchs 

| clever; 

I'm for beef, and King George, and Old England fo 

ver: | t 
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PROLOGUE 
To the Comedy of ILL TELL YOU 
WHAT, 


I ritten by Mr. CoLMan, 


Spoken by Mr. PALMRR. 


| YT ADIES and gentlemen——1'l] tell you what! 
Yet not, like ancient prologue, tell the Plots 

But like a modern prologue, try each way | 
— To win your favour tow'rds the coming play, 

Our author is 'a woman; that's a chern, 
Of power to guard herſelf and plan from harm, 
The muſes —ladies-regent of the pen 
Grant women ſkill, and force, to write like men: 
Yet they, like the Æolian maid of old, | 
Their ſex's character will ever hold; 
Not with bold quill too roughly ſtrike the lyre, 
But, with the feather, raiſe a ſoft deſire. 

Our poeteſs has gain'd ſublimeſt heights !— 
Not Sappho's ſelf had ſoar'd to nobler flights! 
For ſhe, bright ſpirit, the firſt Britiſh fair, 
Climb'd, unappall'd the unſubſtantial air; 
And here, beneath the changes of the moon, 
Wond'ring you ſaw her launch a grand balloon; 
While ſhe, with ſteady courſe, and flight not dull, 
Paid a ſhort viſit to the Great Mogul. 
Shrink not, nabobs ! our poeteſs to-night 
Wakes not the genius of Sir Matthew Mite ; 
icyond our hemiſphere ſhe will not roam, 
Keeps in the line, and touckes nearer home : 
lay will not, as before, howe'er you ſcorn her, 
each ev'n the turnpike-gate at Hyde-park Corner. 


ect, 
nc 


aw 117 h— I quite forgot— 
ut, hold !—I fay too muc quite forgot 
n ind fo, I'll tell you—no—snE'LL tell you what! 
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EPILOGUE 
To the Comedy of ILL TELL YOU 
. 


Written by Mr. CoLMAN. 


— 
—y 


Spoken by Miſs FaRREN. 


MEE critics applaud to the ſkies the male 
{cribblers ; 
| When a woman attempts they turn carpers and nibblers; 
But a true patriot female there's nothing ſo vexes, 
As this haughty pre-eminence claim'd 'twixt the ſexes. 
if The free ſpirit revolts at each hard propoſition, 
| | | And meets the whole ſyſtem with loud oppoſition. 


Men, *tis true, in their noddles, huge treaſures may 
hoard, 

But the heart of a woman with paſſions is ſtor'd : 
With paſſions, not copied from Latin or Greek, 
Which the language of, nature in plain Engliſh ſpeak, 
Girls, who grieve or rejoice, from true feeling, as I do, 

| Never dream of Calypſo, or Helen, or Dido, 

| To the end of our life, from the hour we begin it, 

Woman's fate all depends on the critical minute ! 

A minute-unknown to the dull pedant tribe, 

And which never feeling, they never deſcribe, 
*Tis no work of ſcience, or ſparkle of wit, 

But a point which mere nature muſt teach us to hit; 

| And which, in the changes and turns of my ſtory, 

f A weak woman's pen has to- night laid before ye. 
And ſay, ye grave prudes! ye coquettes too, ah ſay, 
What a critical minute was mine in the play! 

Here poverty, famine, and ſhame, and reproach! 
There plenty, and eaſe, and a lord, and a coach! 
re our bard held Mrs. Euſton too mean, 
And conceiv'd her diſgrace would but lower the icene; 
Let us then, better pleas'd to acquit than convitt her, 
On the ground of high-life, {ſketch the very ſame piCture, 
Imagine ſome fair plung'd in modiſh diſtreſs, 


Her wants not leſs than mine, nor her agony leſs! a 
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At hazard, ſuppoſe an unfortunate caſt 
Has ſwept her laſt guinea, nay more than her laſt! 
Her diamonds all mortgag'd, her equipage ſold, 

Her huſband undone, genteel friends looking cold ! 
At her feet his {weet perſon Lord Foppington throws, 
The moſt handſome of nobles, the richeſt of beaux ! 
At once too his love and his bounty diſpenſes, 
Sooths with thouſands her grief, lulls with Qlatt'ry her 
ſenſes! 

Alas! what a minute! ah! what can be done ? 
All means muſt be tried; and our drama ſhews one: 
Let papa in that minute, that fo frowns upon her, 
Redeem the vile debts that encumber her honour ! 
Let papa in that minute, that teems with undoing, 
Step in, like my father, and mar a lord's wooing! 
Let her know, as I've known, all the horror that's in it, 
And feel the true force of the critical minute ! 

Thus wiſhes our bard, as ſhe bids me declare ; 
And ſuch is my wiſh—by mine honour I {wear ! 


K* . coo 860 


PROLOGUE V BON TON. 


FE in ev'ry thing bears ſov'reign ſway, 
And words and periwigs have both their day; 
Each have their purlieus too, are modiſh each, 
In ſtated diſtrifts, wigs as well as ſpeech. 
The Tyburn ſcratch, thick club, and Temple tie, 
Ihe parſon's feather-top, frizz'd broad and high! 
The coachman's cauliflower, built tiers on tiers! 
Difter not more from bags and brigadiers, 
Than great St. George's or St. James's ſtiles, 
From the broad diale& of Broad St. Giles. 
What is Bon Ton ?—+ Oh, damme!” crics a buck, 
Half drunk—* aſk me, my dear, and you're in luck 
„Bon Ton's to ſwear, break windows, beat the watch, 
Pick up a wench, drink healths, and roar a catch. 
Keep it up! keep it up! damme, take your ſwing! 
* Bon Ton is life, my boy ; Bon Ton's the thing ! 

| G2 « Ahl 
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4 Hearts may be black, but all ſhould wear clean faces; 
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* Ah! I loves life, and all the joys it yields,“ 

Says Madam Fuſſock warm from Spitalfields. 

** Bon Ton's the ſpace 'twixt Saturday and Monday, 

And riding in a one-horſe chair o'Sunday ! | 

* *Tis drinking tea on ſummer afternoons, 

* At Bagnigge-wells, with china and gilt ſpoons ! 

**Tis laying by our ſtuffs, red cloaks, and patterns, 

To dance eow-tillions, all in ſilks and ſattens!“ 

* Vulgar!”—cries miſs—* obſerve, in higher life, 

The feather'd ſpinſter, and thrice feather'd wife: 

The club's Bon Ton. Bon Ton's a conſtant trade, 

* Of rout, ſeſtino, ball and maſquerade; , 

* Tis plays and puppet-ſhews—'tis ſomething new; 

*'1:5 loſing thouſands every night at lu! 

© Nature it thwarts, and contradidts all reaſon ! 

Tis Riff French ſtays, and fruit—when out of ſeaſon! 

A roſe, when half a guinea is the price; 

A ſet of bays ſcarce bigger than fix mice: 

Io vilit friends—you never wiſh to ſee; 

Marriage 'twixt thoſe who never can agree: 

Old dowagers, dreſs'd, painted, patch'd and curl'd— 

This is Bon Ton, and this: we call the world!“ . 

„True,“ ſays my Lord, and thou my only ſon, 2 

* Whate'er your faults, ne'er fin againſt Bon Ton [ 1 

* Who toils for learning at a public ſchool, C 

And digs for Greek and Latin, is a ſoo!. A 

“French, French, my boy,-'s the thing! je! prate, : 
N 
H 


chatter ! | 5 
Trim be the mode, whipt-ſyllabub the matter ! 
* Walk like a Frenchman ; for, on Engliſh pegs, 


 & Moves native aukwardneſs with two left legs. B 


„Of courtly friend{hip form a tieacherous league, 

« Seduce men's daughters, with their wives intrigue; 
In ſightly ſemicircles round your nails, : 

« Keep your teeth e grin, if ſmall talk fails | 
© But never laugh, whatever jeſt prevails : 
Nothing but nonſenſe e'er gave laughter birth, 
„That vulgar way the vulgar ſhew their mirth, 

« Laughter's a rude convulfion, ſenſe that juſtles, 

« Diſturbs the cockles, and diſtorts the muſcles. 


« The graces, boy! the graces, graces, graces “ Suck 


% 
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Such is Bon Ton! and walk this city thro” 

In building, ſcribbling, fighting, and virtu, 

And various other ſhapes, *twill riſe to view. 

To night, our Bayes, with bold, but carelels tints, 

Hits off a ſketch or two, like Darly's prints. | 

Should connoiſſeurs allow his rough draughts ſtrike em, 


'Twill be Bon Ton to ſee em, and to like em. 
PROLOGUE 
To the ELECTION of be MANAGERS. 


Written by G. COLMAN. 
Spoken by Mr. PALMER. 


« URST be the verſe, how well ſoe'er it Now, 
1 That tends to make one worthy man my ſoe; 
© Gives virtue {candal, innocence a ſcar, 
Or from the ſoft-ey'd virgin ſteals a tear!“ 
Thus ſung ſweet Pope, the vigorous child of ſatire; 
Our Bayes lels genius boaſts, not leſs good nature. 
No poifon'd ſhaft he darts with partial aim,— 
e, Folly and vice are fair and general game: 
No tale he echoes, gn no ſcandal dwells, 
Nor plants on one fool's head the cap and bells; 
He paints the living manners of the time, 
But lays at no man's door reproach or crime, 

Yet ſome with critic noſe, and eye too keen, 
Scent double meanings out, and blaft each ſcene ; 


© WW While quint ſuſpicion holds her treacherous lamp, 
Fear moulds baſe coin, and malice gives the ſtamp, 
; Falſchood's vile gloſs converts the very bible 


To ſcandalum magnatum, and a bbel. 

Thus once when ſick Sir Gripus, as we're told, 
In grievous uſury grown rich and old, 

Bought a good book that, on a chriſtian plan, 
Incalcates The Whole Duty of a Man, 

To every fin a ſinner's name he tack'd ; 


And thro? the pariſh all the vices track'd: | 
G 3 And 


He can 
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And thus, the comment and the text enlarging, 
Crouds all his friends and neighbours in the margin, 
Pride, was my lord; and drunkenneſs, the ſquire; 
My lady, vanity and looſe deſire; 

Hardneſs of heart, no miſery regarding, 

Was overſeer; luxury, churchwarden. 

All, all be damn'd ; and carrying the farce on, 

Made Fraud, the lawyer; Gluttony, the parſon. 

* 'Tis ſaid, when winds the troubled deep deform, 
Poor copious ſtreams of oil, *twill lay the ſtorm: 
Thus here, let mirth and frank good-humour's balm 
Make cenſure mild, ſcorn kind, and anger calm! 


Some wholeſome bitters if the bard produces, 


Tis only wormwood to corrett the juices, 

In this day's conteſt, where in colours new, 
Three play-houſe candidates are brought to view, 
Our little Bayes encounters ſome diſgrace : 
Shou'd you reje& him too, I mourn the cale— 
be choſen for no other place. 
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PROLOGUE. vo he MAID o HONOUR, 


Altered from MASSINGER by Mr. Ke.) 
Spoken by Mr. KEMBLE. | 


HE Maid of Honour—*® Pſhaw !'—Methinks 
you cry, 
„ Maids are a ſubject for a comedy; 
6 Mournful or gay, alike they'd furniſh ſport—. 
« Ruſſell's half dozen, or the ſix at court.“ 
Too long has comedy to ſlander grown, 
Flatter'd your weaknefs, to conceal it's own 
Has rais'd your mirth by perſonal alluſion, 
Giv'n error ſhame, and innocence confuſion ; 
Has ſtoop'd, an envious plaudit to create, 
To mock the wiſe, or vilify the great. 
Too long the proſtituted muſe we've ſeen 
The nurſe of prejudice, and friend of ſpleen. 
RE To. night 


* 
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To- night, far other ſcenes we bring to view, 
Juſt thought, chaſte humour in ſhort, ſomething 
new : 
O'ercloy'd with jeſts on taxes, earth, air, moon, 
Politics, candles, day-light, and balloon, 
A good old Engliſh author we revive, 
Caſt flander off, and bid true ſatire live; 
Without alluſion, lafh ſome general vice, 
Imperious power and bragging cowardice— 
Throw the fool's cap in air—and let it hit them, 
Whoſe 8 appropriate, or heads think 'twill fit 
them! 5 | 
Our author's graver fcenes diſplay a mind 
Ey honour form'd, by virtuous love refin'd, 
Shew how his heroine deſerv'd her name 
By wakeful jealoufy of maiden fame, 
By gen'rous paſſion, patience of offence, 
And ev'ry grace of female excellence, 
Fir'd by the ſubject, the nice bounds of art 
His mule o'erleaps, and ruſhes to the heart; 
Diſdains the pedant rules of time and place, 
Extends the period, and expands the ſpace ; 
From ſtate to ftate, without a pauſe, dares run, 
Whilſt, with a thought, „the N. toſt and won“ 
Impetuous Fancy rides the veering wind, 
And attionleſs preciſion lags bebind. 
As in rich trees the too luxuriant ſhoots 
Weaken the ſtock, and choak the faireſt fruits, 
So wild exub'rance hurts our author's play, 
Which, with a ſparing hand, is prun'd away 
With caution touch'd, and fork'd with timid art, 
{ons grafts inferted, to complete each part,) 
We've plac'd it in this garden of the town, 


* 


Where weak, exotic plants have ſometimes grown 
Oh—then, let Maſſinger's, like Britiſh oaks, 
Gain ſtrength from time, unfell'd by critic ſtrokes. 


EPILOGUE 
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EPILOGUE to the MAID of HONOUR. 
TFritten by Mr. COLMAN, 
Spoken by Mrs. Stopods. 


ELL, firs ! our Engliſh ancients are agreed, 
A Maid of Honour is a Maid indeed! 
*Tis not alone, among the virgin band, 
Demure behind the chair of ſtate to ſtand ; 
To groan beneath the labours of the loom, 
- A walking pageant of the drawing-room ; 
To hear the {mall-talk of ſmall lords in wailing, 
Or trifle with white wands, inclin'd to prating: 
No, *tis-her province, firmly to ſupport, 
Intrench'd in the ſtrong fences of a court, 
That citadel, where thouſand dangers wait, 
And female honour holds her awful ſtate ! 
Harmleſs, with buſy hum and empty ſound 
The ſilken court-flies buzz and flutter round: 
They, like Fulgentio, are with ſcorns diſmiſt, 
So weak, 'tis ſcarce a triumph to reſiſt. 
But when Beroldus, true blood royal, vie 
Then, then's the glorious effort to deny! 
To prove, with all a woman's graces on her, 
She's ſtill a Maid, a real Maid of Honour! 
Yet, ah! Camiola, thy fate was hard! 
Severe the ſentence of our rigid bard! 
What! nip a beauteous maiden in her bloom, 
And in a convent all her charms «@ntomb ; 
Conſign her fortune, blaſt hex bud of youth, 
Though one ſwain's falſhood proves another's truth; 
While ſhe, like Cato, finds from each adorer 
„% Her bane and antidote are both before her!“ 
Sicilian Maids of Honour thus were undone— 
Ah, Maids of Honour act not thus in London! 
Here, in chaſte dew {weet roles hail the morn, 
Undoom'd to wither on the virgin thorn. 
Stern Romiſh doCtrines, ſtrict Italian rules, 
Suit not the freedom of our Britiſh ſchools ; 
Our wiſer law a ſager code exhibits ; 
Our milder church ſuch ſacrikce prohibits, 
Should 
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Should ſome falſe lord, betroth'd, his contract break, 
And at the altar's foot the Maid forſake, 

In comes the ſerjeant to diſtrain his lands 


And while ſome young Adonis ready ſtands, 

In comes the readier prieſt to join their hands. 
Nay, e'en the widow, who her loſt love grieves, 
Here takes thoſe thirds our Maid of Honour leaves. 
Not Rome herſelf ſo dreadfully enthralls— 

E'en Eloiſa, *twixt a nunnery's walls, 

Paſt joys with her dear Abclard recals : 

Joys, which, her days of trial nobly paſt, 

May every Maid of Honour taſte at laſt ! 


PROLOGUE 


To the FASHIONABLE LOVER. 


Spoken by Mr. WESTON, in the Charafter of @ 
| PrINnTER's DEVIL. 


© 


I Am a Devil, ſo pleaſe you—and muſt hoof 
Up to the Poet yonder with this proof ; 
I'd read it to you, but, in faith, 'tis odds 
For one poor devil to face ſo many gods: 
A ready imp I am, who kindly greets 
Young authors with their firſt exploits in ſheets ; 
While the preſs groans, in place of day nurſe ſtands, 
And takes the bantling from the Midwife's hands. 

If any author of prolific brains, | 
In this good company, feels labour-pains ; a 
If any gentle poet, big with rhime, 
Has run his reck'ning out, and gone his time; 
If any critic, pregnant with all-nature, 
Cries out to be deliver'd of his ſatire; 
Know ſuch, that at our hoſpital of muſes 
He may lye in, in private if he chuſes 
We've lingle lodging there for ſecret ſinners, 
With way encouragement for young beginners, 

Here's one now that is free enough in reaſon ; 
This Bard breeds regularly once a — 1 

h Three 
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Three of a ſort, of homely form and feature, 
The plain courſe progeny of humble nature; 
Home-bred-and born; no ſtrangers he diſplays, 
Nor tortures free-born limbs in {tiff French ſtays: 
Two you have rear'd ; but between you and me, 
Tt 1; youngeſt is the favourite of the three, 
Nine tedious months he bore this babe about, 
Let it in charity live nine nights out: 

Stay but his month up; give ſome little law; 
*Tis cowardly to attack him in the ſtraw. 

Dear gentlemen correctors, be more civil; 
Kind courteous Sirs, take council of the devil : 
Stop your abuſe, for while your readers ſee 
Such malice, they impute your works to me; 
Thus, while you gather no one ſprig.of fame, 
Your poor unhappy friend is put to ſhame: 
Faith, Sirs, you ſhould have ſome conſideration, 
When ev'n the devil pleads againſt damnation, 


EPILOGUE 
To the FASHIONABLE LOVER. 


Spoken by Mis. Bakery. 


e your country's ornament and pride, 

Ye, whom the nuptial deity has ty'd 

In ſilken fetters, will you not impart, | 

For pity's ſake, ſome portion of your art 

To a mere novice, and preſcribe ſome plan 

How you would have me live with my good man ? 
Tell me, if I ſhould give each paſſing hour 

To love of pleaſure, or to love of power; 

If with the fatal thirſt of deſperate play 

I ſhould turn day to night, and night to day; 

Had I the faculty to make a prize 

Of each pert animal that meets my eyes, 

Say are theſe objects worth my ſerious aim ; 

Do they give happineſs, or health, or fame? 


i 
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Are hecatombs of lovers hearts of force 
To deprecate the demons of divorce ? 

Speak, my adviſers, ſhall I gain the plan 
Of that bold club, which gives the law to man, 
At their own weapons that proud ſex defies, 
And ſets up a new female paradiſe ? 
Lights for the Ladies ! hark, the bar-bells ſound ! 
Shew to the club-· room — ſee, the glaſs goes round 
Hail happy meeting of the good and fair, 
Soft relaxation from domeſtic care, 
Where virgin minds are early train'd to loo, 
And all Newmarket opens to the view. 

In theſe gay ſcenes ſhall I effect to move, 


| Or paſs my hours in dull domeſtic love ? 


Shall I to rural ſolitudes deſcend 8 
With Tyrrell, my protector, guardian, friend, 
Or to the rich Pantheon's round repair, | 
And blaze the brighteſt heathen goddeſs there p 
Where ſhall I fix? Determine ye who know, 
Shall I renounce my huſband, or Soho? 

With eyes balf open'd, and an aching head, 
And ev'n the artificial roſes dead, | 
When to my toilette's morning taſk reſign'd, 
What viſitations then may ſeize my mind! 

Save me, juſt heaven, from ſuch a painful life, 
And make me an unfaſhionable wife! 
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PROLOGUE 
To SHE STOOPS 7 CONQUER. _ 


By DAV m Garrick, Eſq. 


0008 ooh 


Spoken by Mr. WooDwaARD. 


XCUSE me, Sirs, I pray I can't yet ſpeak— 
I'm crying now—and have been all the week ! 
'Tis not alone this mourning ſuit, good maſters, 
I've that within—for which there are no plaiſters. 
| | Pray, 


— 
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Pray, would you know the reaſon why I'm crying 
The Comic Muſe, long ſick, is now a dying! 
And if ſhe goes, my tears will never ſtop ; 
For as a play'r I can't ſqueeze out one drop : 
I am undone, that's all--ſhall loſe my bread— 
I'd rather, but that's nothing—lole my head. 
When the ſweet maid is laid upon the bier, 
Shutter and I ſhall be chief mourners here, 
To her a mawkiſh drab of ſpurious breed, 
Who deals in ſentimentals, will ſucceed ! 
Poor Ned and I are dead to all intents, 
We can as ſoon ſpeak Greek as ſentiments ! 
Both nervous grown, to keep our ſpirits up, 
We now and then take down a hearty cup. 
What ſhall we do ?—If Comedy forſake us, 
They'll turn us out, and no one elſe will take us! 
But why can't I be moral? Let me try— 
My heart thus prefling—fix'd my face and eye— 
With a ſententious look, that nothing means, 
(Farces are barbers blocks in moral ſcenes) 
Thus | began—* All is not gold that glitters, 
% Pleaſure ſeems {weet, but proves a glaſs of bitters, 
When Ign'rance enters, Folly is at hand; 
« Learning is better far than houſe or land, 
Let not your virtue trip, who trips may ſtumble, 
« And virtue is not virtue if ſhe tumble,” 
I give it up—Moral won't do for me; 
To make you laugh I ſhou'd play tragedy. 
One hope remains—hearing the maid was ill, 
A Doctor comes this night to ſhew his ſkill, 
To chear her heart, and give your muſcles motion, 
He in five draughts prepar'd preſents a potion : 
A kind of magic charm—for be afſur'd, 
If you will ſwallow it, the maid is cur'd :— 
But deſperate the Doctor, and her caſe is, 
If you reje@ the doſe, and make wry faces! 
This true he boaſts, will boaſt it while he lives, 
No poiſonous drugs are mix'd in what he gives. 
Should he ſucceed, you'll give him his degree, 
If not, within he will receive no fee! | 
The college you, muſt his pretenſions back, 
Pronounce him Regular, or dub him Quack. 
| Peg og , EPILOGUE 
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EPILOGUE 

To SHE STOOPS to CONQUER. 
Hritten by Dr. GOLDSMITH, 
Spoken by Mrs. BULKELEY. 


* 
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ELL, having ſtoop'd to conquer with ſucceſs, 


And gain'd a huſband without aid from dreſs, 
Still as a bar-maid, I could wiſh it too, 


As I have conquer'd him, to conquer you: 
And let me ſay, for all your reſolution, 
That pretty bar-maids have done execution, 
Our life is all a play, compos'd to pleaſe, 
« We have our exits and our entrances,” 
Ihe firſt act ſhews the imple country-maid, 
Harmleſs and young, of every thing afraid; 
E Bluſhes when hir'd, and with unmeaning action, 
= I hopes as how to give you ſatisfaflion, 
E Her ſecond act diſplays a livelier ſcene— 
Ihe unbluſhing bar-maid of a country inn, 
Who whiſks about the houſe, at market caters, 
Talks loud, coquets the gueſts, and ſcolds the waiters, 
Next the ſcene ſhifts to town, and there ſhe ſoars, 
he chop-houſe toaſt of ogling connoiſſeurs. 
On 'ſquires and cits ſhe there diſplays her arts, 
And on the gridiron broils her lovers hearts: 
And as ſhe ſmiles her triumphs to compleat, 
Even common-councilmen forget to eat. 
Ine fourth act ſhews her wedded to the *ſquire, 
And madam now begins to hold it higher; 
Doats upon dancing, and in all her pride, 
| Swims round the room, the Hei nel of Cheapfide 
| Ogles and leers with artificial ſkill, 
| Till having loſt in age the power to kill, 
She,ſits all night at cards, and ogles at ſpadille. 
Such, thro? our lives, the eventful hiſtory— 
The fifth and laſt act till remains for me. 
Ide bar-maid now for your protection prays, 


Turns Female Barriſter, and pleads for Bayes. . 
NW ' PROLOGUE 


© 2 | 


2 
- 


8b Tur NEW SPOUTER's COMPANION. 
eee Cree eee ———— — 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken at a SrOUTING-CLuB, on Account of an Infor. 
mation having been made to ſuppreſs it. 


NCE more we're come, in ſpite of party-rage, 

F Regardleſs both of Bridewell and the Cage. 
Is th' Informer here ? pray look about: 145 
Some ſhirtleſs fellow, or ſtarch'd fop, no doubt! 
Gold he ſhould have, if he were really. poor, 
That perjur'd once, he might be lo no more 
But if thro” envy he to juſtice flew, | 
He'll ſting himſelf, as moſt inforiners do; 
If with religious zeal he cloaks his rage, 
We'll laſh him ſmartly on th's finful ſage ; 
Strip off his maſk, that man may truly know ' 
No hate ſo dire as from ſuch zealots flow, 

Thus when the fabled als, in {tories old, 
The lion's ſkin put on to ook more bold; 


Struck with the ſight, each. beaſt obeiſance paid, 


Beneath his feet the ſpoils of war they laid. 

In borrow'd plumes majeſtic he appears, 

Jill one more prying {pies the aſs's ears; 

So may that als who recently has ſtrove, 

With falſe pretence, to break our focial love, 

Be with contempt drove from each gen'rous ſoul, 
To his dear kindred at the northern pole; 

Prepare the rod, O pay the wretch his ſcore, 
And give to all thoſe paſt one blockhead more. 
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PROLOGUE 
To *TIS WELL IT's NO WORSE. 


Captain O'CuTTER enters, croffung the Stage ; but, upon 
feeing the Audience, ſtops, and thus addreſſes them. 


II! there ye are: before one word I utter, 
l mult tell you, my dears—that I, Captain 
__ O'Cutier, 
With ſilent reſpe&, will a thing or two ſay 


About my relation, who wrote this new play: 5 
| 17 


— 
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My couſin, poor ſoul, is in damnable fright, 
Becauſe why ?—To amuſe you he takes great delight : 
I ſaid, fie for ſhame !—what a man, and be frightful ; 
A pale baſhful Iriſhman's never delightful; 
No conqueſts are gain'd with ſuch dread looks as thoſe ; 
1 told him a man ſhould not ſhrink at his foes ; 
That you were his friends, and would taſte what he writ, 
If he would not o'erload you with humour and wit: 
He {wore he would not be ſo weak and abſurd ; 
And if I know my couſin, he'll not brake his word. 
My coufin's no ſlouch, at your reading and writing; 
Tho“ now, for his play, he's as pale as a Whiting. 
I anſwer'd for you, which his heart has much cas'd; 
That tho' you don't like it, I'm ſure you'H be pleas d; 
For they ſay that Old Nick, if he's pleas'd, will be eivil; 
You'll like it, if not pleas'd, to be unlike the Devil. 
In ſhort, my dear couſin has taken a prize; 
I'm ſure you'll applaud him, *tis Spaniſh, my boys. 
An old crazy veſſel, ill built, RET and plann'd, 
But now 1s re-built, new rigg'd, and new mann'd; 
And juſt ready to lance—if, when it appears, 
From this noble veſſel, you'll give it three cheers, 
'Twill lighten his heart, tho' it load not his purſe, 
And the rogue will cry aut. Tis well it's no worſe. 
From the head to the Kern, thus let me addreſs you, 
To lend us your bands—for faith I'll not preſs vou. 
Firſt, 2 in the top there, with bawling don't ſtun 
im; 
s you're ſtout pray be merciful don't fire upon him. 
f + You on the quarter-deck will not befriend him, 
Your wives and ſmall arms, faith, quickly will eng 
him. 2 
And if + you between decks my couſin don't f 
But give him your broadſides, you fink him fo 
And O ye || ſweet craters, who fit in the cabin, 
Whoſe privateer eyes are our hearts ever nabbing, 


Do but awerwith your cannon this critical $ crew, > 


= 


You'll charm Iriſh hearts to your ſex ever true, 


That a ſon of St. Patrick's protected by you. 


* Upper Gallery. + Firſt Galtery, f pit. 
| Boxes, ) & The Pit. 
| 11 H 2 PROLOGUE 
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PROLOGUE 
2 the FATAL FALSHOOD. 


Spoken by Mr. HULL. 


—_ — — os ys rn 
— 


UR modern Poets ſcarce know how to chuſe 
A ſubject worthy of the Tragic Muſe; 

| For Bards ſo well have glean'd th' h;toric field, 

. That ſcarce one ſheaf, th* exhauſted Ancients yield; 
| And theſe, our timid Author leaves to Men, 

For claſſic themes demand a claſſic pen: 

Yet ſtill the wilds of Fiction open lie, 

A flow'ry proſpect, and a boundleſs iky : 

But hard the taſk the ſober path to chuſe, 

And wand'ring Fancy's treacherous baits refuſe, 
She dares not touch the Drama's nobler ſtrings, 
The fate of nations, and the fall of kings; 

The humbler ſcenes of private life ſhe ſhews, 

A {imple ſtory of domeſtic woes. 

The weight of crowns, a kingdom's weal or woe, 
How few can judge, becauſe how few can know! - 
But here you all may boaſt the Critic's art, 

Here all are Judges—who poſleſs a heart, 

To govern Empires is the lot of few, 

But all who live have Paſſions to ſubdue z 

And ev'n by Patriots let it be confels'd, 

Theſe Rebel ſubjects ought to be fuppreis'd, _ | 
Theſe ravagers which {poil the human breaſt. 

Oh! deign to learn this obvious leſſon here! 

The verſe is feeble, but the moral clear. 

Your candour once endur'd our Author's lays, 
Endure them now—that will be ample praife, 


EPILOGUE 


oY 
f 


tO. 
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EPILOGUE 
To the FATAL FALSHOOD. 
By R. B. Suemban, Eſq. 
Spoken by Mr. Les LEWES. 


| NHAND me, Gentlemen, by Heaven I ſay, 
(lu make a ghoſt of him who bars my way. 
| | [ Behind the Scenes. 
Forth let me come - A Poetaſter true, 

As lean as Envy, and as baneful too; 
On the dull audience let me vent my rage, 
Or drive theſe Female ſcribblers from the ſtage : 
For Scene or Hiſtory, we've none but theſe, . 
The law of Liberty and Wit they leize, 

E In Tragic—Comic—Paſtoral—they dare to pleaſe, 

bach puny Bard muſt ſurely burſt with ſpite, 

Io find that Women with ſuch Fame can write: 

But, Oh! your partial favour is the cauſe, 

Who ſeed their follies with ſuch full applauſe ;. 
Yet ſtill our tribe ſhall ſeek to blaſt their fame, 

And ridicule each fair pretender's aim: 

UM here the dull duties of domettic life 
Wage with the Muſe's toils eternal ſtrife. 

= What motley cares Corilla's mind perple x, 

While maids and metaphors conſpire to vex ! 
In ſtudious deſhabille behold her lit, 
A letter'd goflip, and a houſewife wit; 
At once invoking, though for different views, 

| Her Gods, her Cook, her Milliner, and Muſe. 
Round her ſtrew'd room a frippery chaos lics, 
A og 80 wreck of notable and wiſe; 
Bills, books, caps, couplets; cambs, à vary'd. maſs, 
| Oppreſs the toilet, and obſcure the glaſs. 
Unfiaiſh'd here an epigram is laid, 
And there, a mantua-maker's bill unpaid ; 
| There new-born Plays ſoretaſte the Town's applauſe, 
There, dormant; patterns pine for future gauze. 
A moral Eſſay now is all her care, 
A. Satire next, and then a Bill of Fares. | 
| WG - | A. Scene 
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A Scene ſhe now projects, and now_a Diſh, 

Here's Act the Firſt - and here Remove the Fiſh,” 

Now while this eye in a fine phrenzy rolls, 

That ſoberly caſts up a bill for coals; .. 

Black pins and daggers in one leaf ſhe ſticks, 

And tears and thread, and bowls and thimbles mix, 
Sappho, tis true, long vers'd in epic ſong, 

For years eſteem'd all houſhold ſtudies wrong; 

When, dire miſhap ! though neither ſhame nor ſin, 

Sappho herlelf, — not her Mule, lies in. N 

The Virgin Nine in terror fly the bower, 

And matron Juno claims defpotic power; 

Soon Gothic hags the claſſic pile o'erturn, 

A Caudle-cup ſupplants the ſacred urn; 

Nor book nor implement eſcape their rage, 

They ſpike the ink-ſtand, and they rend the page; 

Poems and Plays one barbarous fate partake, 


Ovid and Plautus ſuffer at the take, 

And Ariſtotle's only ſav'd—to wrap plumbcake, 
Yet, ſhall a Woman tempt the tragic ſcene ? 

And dare —but hold—1 muſt repreſs my ſpleen; 

I ſee your hearts are pledz'd to her applauſe, 

While Shakeſpear's ſpirit ſeems to aid her cauſe; 

Well pleas'd to aid—fince o'er his ſacred bier | 


A female * hand did ample trophies rear, 
And gave the greeneſt laurel that is worſhipp'd there. 


Mrs. MoxTaAcu, 


PROLOGUE 
To the Comepy of SUICIDE. 
Spaten by Mr. PALMER. 


. now the reigning taſte with Belle and Beau 
| Their art and {kill in coachmanſhip to ſhew; 
Nobles contend who throws a whip the beſt; _ 

From head to foot like hackney-coachmen dreſs'd: 

Ducheſs and Peereſs too diſcard their fear 


Ponies in front, my Lady in the rear. 


A fema 
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A female phaeton all danger mocks, = 

Half coat, balf-petticoat, ſhe mounts the box; 

Wrapt in a duſty whirlwind fcours the plains, 

And cutting—jchu !—-whiſtling-—holds the reins. 

Happy, thrice happy, Britain, is thy ſtate, 

In the year ſeventeen hundred and ſeventy-eight, 

When each ſex drives at ſuch a furious rate, | 
The modiſh Artiſt, Playwright, or Coachmaker, 

In Grub-ſtreet ſtarv'd, or thriving in, Long- Acre; 

To ſuit the times, and tally with the mode, 15 

Muſt travel in the beaten. turnpike-road; - | ; 

Wherefore our crane-neck'd Manager to-day 

Upon four Acts attempts to run his Play: | 

A fifth he fears you'd deem the Bard's reproach, 

A mere fifth wheel that would but ſtop the coach. 

With, Two-z& Pieces what machines agree ? 

Buggies, tim-whitkies, or ſquee z ed vis-a vis, 


. 


Where two fit face to face, and knee to knee. 
What is a Piece in one ſhort Act compteſs'd? 
A wheel- barrow, or Sulky at the beſt; | 
A icale fo ſmall, the Bard would ſuffer for't ; 
You'd ſay his Farce was like himſelIf—too ſhort ; 
Yet anxious with your {miles his work to crown, 
In many a varied ſhape he. courts the Town. 
Sometimes he drives—if Brother Bards implore; 

re Sometimes he in a Prologue trots before,. 94 

Or in an Epilogue gets up behind 

Happy in all, ſo you appear but kind. 

His vehicle to-day may none reproach, 

Nor take it for a hearſe, or mourning coach, 

*Tis true, a gloomy outhde he has wronght, 

That rather threatens than doth promiſe aught : 

Yet from black fun'ral, like his Brother Bayes, 

A nuptial banquet he intends to raife. | 

We do but jeſt —pozfon in jeſt—no more—— 

And thus one Mercer to the world reſtore, 

But if a well-tim'd jeſt ſhould chance to fave 

One Mercer from perdition and the grave, 

All Ludgate-Hill be judge, if 'twere not hard, 

Felo de fe mould you bring ig the Bard. 


Beau 
\1CW 
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FEFILO GU | 
To the Coukbr of SUICIDE. 
| By Mr. GARRICK, | 


Spoken by Miſs FarREN. 


HE Critics ſay, and conſtantly repeat, 
That Woman acting Man's a filly cheat, 
That ev'n upon the Stage it ſhould not paſs ; 
To which 1 fay—a Critic is an afs. 
As Man, true Man we could not well deceive, 
But we, like modiſh Fhings, may make believe. 
Would it be thought 1 gave myſelf great airs, 
To put my Manhood on a foot with their's ? 
Speak, you that are Men, is my pride foo great 
"To think you'd rather have with me—a 7ete-a-tete ? 
In this our Play what dangers have I run! 
W hat hair-breadth (capes! and yet the prize have won. 
Is it a prize? He may prove crols, or jealous, 
In marriage-lotteries the knowing tel! us, 
Among our modern youths much danger lies, 
There are a hundred Vianks for one poor prize. 
Was I not bold, ye fair, to undertake 
Io tame that wildeſt animal—a Rake! 
Io lead a Tyger in a ſilken ſtring, » 
Huſh the loud ſtorm, and clip the whirlwind's wing! 
My pride was piqued, all dangers I would thro'. 
To have her way what would not woman do | 
The paz ers ſwarm each day with patent puffers 
For ſmoaky chimnies—powders—mouſe-traps— ſnuf- 
And I could Fame as well as fortune raile,, [ fers; 
To cure by Patent, la folie 2. 
I'm ſure you all my noſtrum will approve, « 


* 


By Nature's guidance let your paſſions move, 
Drive out that Demon gaming, by the Angel love. 
But ladies, if you wiſh to know my plan,, 

By ſtratagem, not force, attack your man. 

By open war the danger is increas d; 

Ule gentle means to ſbothe the ſavage beaſt. 


- 
: * 
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: Whom Nature prompted as his Genius writ; 
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If when his blood boils o'er, your's bubbles too, 

Then all is loft, and there's the Devil to do. 

Piff, puff, blown up at once the lover's part, Il 
He {naps his chain, and madam—treaks ler heart 
Hymen puts out his torch, and Cupid blunts his datt. 
Thus ends the Farce, or Tragedy of love; 

But ladies, if your ſparks are given to rove, 

From my experience take one general rule— 

Cool as he warms, and love will never cool. 

If ſmoak prevails, and the choak'd flame is dying, 
Then gently fan it with fome little highing 

Then diop into the flame a tear or two, Wy 
And, blazing up, like 1 *twill burn him thro"; 
Then add kind looks, loft words, ſweet ſmiles no pout, 
And take my word the flame will ne'er go out. 

Theſe, with good humour mix'd, the balm of liſe, 
Will be the beſt receipt for Maid or Wife. 


% 
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_ PROLOGUE | 
To the Comepy of the FATHERS. 


By Mr. GaARRICK. 
| 2 by Mr. K1NG. : 
Yy from the World departs a Son of Fame, 


His deeds or works embalm his precious name; 

Yet not content, the Public call for Art, 
To reſcue from the tomb his mortal part; 
Demand the Painter's and the Sculptor's hand, 
To ſpread his mimic form throughout the land : 
A form, perhaps, which living, was neglected, 
And when it could not feel reſpect, reſpected. 
This night no butt or picture claims your praiſe, 
Our claim's ſuperior—we his Spirit raiſe : * 
From Time's dark ſtore-houſe bring a long-loſt Play, 
And drag it from oblivion into day. 

But who the Author? Necd I name the Wit, 


* 


Truth 
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Truth ſmil'd on Fancy for each well-wrought ſtory, 

Where Chatactets live, act, and ſtand before ye. 

Suppole theſe Characters, various às they are, 

The Knave, the Fool, the worthy Wife, and Fair, 

For and again the Author pleading at your Bar, 
Firſt pleads Tom Fones—grateful his heart and warm; 

„ Brave, gen't0us Biitons--{hield this Play from ham: 

&© My beſt friend wrote it; ſhould it not ſucceed, 

„ Tho' with my Soy bleit—my heart will blecd'— 

Then from his ſace he wipes the manly tear. 
« Courage, my Maſter, ( Partridge cries.) don't ſear: 

« Should Envy's ſerpents hiſs, or Malice frown, 

„ Tho' I'ma 8 zounds! I'll knock 'em down,” 
Next, {weet Soßhia comes —ſhe cannot ſpeax 

Her wiſhes for the Flay o'erſpread her check; 

In ev'ry look her ſentiments you read: 

And more than eloquence her bluſhes plead, [ 1 
Now Bliſi bows—with ſmiles his falſe heart gilding, WW 

« He was iny fort beg you'll damn this FizLoixe, WR A! 
Right, (Thowackum roars)—no mercy, Sirs, I pray; W 

« Scourge the dead Author, thro' his orphan Play.” WM BY 
«© What words! (cries Parſon Adams) fie, fie, diſown A. 


ml * 

« Good Lord de mortuis nil niſi bonum / Hi 
f ſuch are Chriſtian Teachers, who'll revere — 
en 0 1 

6 And thus they preach, the Dev'l alone ſhould Bu 
_ hear em!“ EY: ; i, 
ow Sli enters Tho” this ſcriv' ning vagrant Na 

„ *Salted Ry — which was — * Th 
« Yet, like black Thello, I'd bear ſcorns and whips, wW 
“ Slip into poverty to the very hips, | Di 
„' exult this play May it decrcaſe in favour, Bu 
„And be it's fame immortaliz'd for ever!“ | Ne 
Squire Weſtern, reeling, with October mellow, W 

4 Tally-hoe !—Boys !—Yoicks—Critics! Hunt the Ar 
fellow ! Bu 

& Damn 'em, theſe wits are varmint not worth breeding, He 
„What good e er came of writing and of reading?“ W 
Next comes, brim- full of ſpite and politics, Ne 


His Siſter Weftern—and thus deeply ſpeaks: 


« Wits 


— 
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i Wits are arm'd pow'rs—Like France attack the foe ; 
« Negociate till they fleep—then ſtrike the blow!“ 
Allworthy laſt pleads to your nobleſt paſſions 

% Ye gen'rous leaders of the taſte and faſhions, 

„ Departed Genius left his orphan play 

% To your kind care What the dead wills, © bey 

« O then reſpett the FarTHeR's fond bequeſt, 

„ And make his widow ſmile, his ſpirit reſt.” 


r 
« 
EPILOGUE u the FATHERS. 
By Mr. GARRICK, 


$p:ken by Miſs YouxG. 


ROLOGUES and Eplogues--to ſneak the phraſe 
Which ſuits the warlike ſrit of theſe davs 
Are cannon charg'd, or hold te charg'd, with wit, 
Which, pointed well, each ring folly hit 
By a late General who commanded here, 
And fought out bloodleſs battles many a year! 
Mongſt other favours were conferr'd on me, 
He made me Captain of Artillery. 
re At various follies many guns I fir'd, . 
Hit em point-blank, and thoug!:t the foc retir'd;: 
Id But vainly though'—for, to my great ſurprize, 
They now are rank and file before my eyes; 
t Nay, to retreat may even m- oblige ; 
The works of Folly ſtand the longeſt hege ! 
7 With what'briſk firing, and what thunder-claps, 
Did 1 attack thoſe high built caſtles—Caps! 
But tow'ring ſtill, they ſwell in lofty ſtate, 
Nor Rnke one ribband to capitulate 


Whilſt beaux behind, thus peeping, and thus bent, 
he Are the befieg'd; behind the battlement : 

But you are conquerors, Ladies—have no dread; 
ng, Henceforth in peace enjoy the cloud cap'd head] 
We ſcorn to ape the French, their tricks give o'er, 
Nor at your rigging fire one cannon more! 


And 


—— — —— H— — 


And now ye e AF and Bucklings of the age,” | 


- Have at ve all .li hit you, tho” ye crouch, 
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Tho' Caps are clear, your, Hats (hall feel my rage; 
The High-cock'd, Halt-cock'd, Quaker, and the Slouch, 


We read'in Hiſtory—one William Tell, | 
An honeſt Swiſs, with arrows {hot ſo well, 

On his ſon's head he aim'd with fo much care, 

He'd hit an apple, and. not touch one hair; 

So I, with ch, like {kill, but much lels pain, 

Will Arike your Hats off, and not touch your brain; 
To curſe our head-dreſs! a'n't you pretty fellows ; 
Pray who can fee thro' your broad-brim'd umbrellas? 
That pent-houſe worn by ſlim Sir Dainty Dandle, 
Seems to extinguiſh a poor or farthing candle— 

We look his body thro'.—But what fair She 

Throꝰ the broad. cloud that's round his head can ſee ? 
Time was, when Britons to the boxes came 

Quite fpruce, and chapear bras addreſs'd each dame. 
Now in flapt hats and dirty boots they come, 

Look knowing thus—to every female dumb ; 

But roar out —Hey, Jack ! ſo, Will! you there, Tom! 
Both ſides have errors that there's no concealing; 
We'd lower our heads, had but men's hearts ſome ſ eeling. 
Vallance, my ſpark, play 'd off his modiſh airs, 

But Nature gave us wit to cope with their's ; 

Our ſex have ſome faults which won't bear defending, 
And tho' near perfe&, want a little mending ; 

Let Love ſtep. forth, and claim from both allegiance, 
And bring back Caps and Hats to due odedience. 


EPILOGUE 
To tbe ROMANCE of an HOUR. 
"2 Written by Mr. KELLY., Ya, 
Spoken by Mrs. BULKLEy. 


OMEBODY 15 but 1 fot; got his name, 


ults or follies we may blame, 
We're 


That . 
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We're all in turn, tho' all extremely wiſe, 
The very things we laugh at, or deſpiſe.— 
1 The bold fox - hunter juſt come up to town, ,.-- 
From“ Voicks, hark forward,” loves to ſeem a clown; 
Thro' pride, tears up politeneſs by the roots ,  ; 
Ne'er combs his hair — and viſits you in boots 
Milk-ſops alone, he thinks their forms ſhou'd deck, 
And ſcorns the man that fears to break a neck—. 
In three months” time, how alter'd is his note, 
His head's all wings, or cak'd in papilotte - 
The honeſt buckſkin which once clear'd the ditches, 
Our modern Nimrod turns to ſattin breeches, 
And grown half female, wond'rous to relate! 
He ſcreams in ſlumber at a five-bar'd gate. 
The city buck, accuſtom'd long to bruiſe, 
| Who ſwears at France, and damns all “ parley voos;“ 
If but one week from Margate led at moſt, _. 
To {will and ſmuggle on the Flemiſh coaſt, 
Returning bawls in ev'ry, dowdy's face- | 
Comment charmante, quelle raviſſant grace!“ 
| | » [Spoken in the Engliſi accent. 
And in due courſe from Aldgate to the Strand, on. 
bh Raves of a cottilloon, and allemand. | 4 
Monſieur, indeed, with cockney is quite even, 
Tho' much to joke upon this nation given 


Sy He calls a Briton Barbare, Unbelief 1” 
Yet leaves his frogs with rapture for roaſt beef ; 
"9 And finds a ready fortune to be made is, 


In rouge for men, and perriwigs for ladies, 
At foul corruption, Surly tears his throat 
* He ſcorns to give a ſhilling for a vote; 
But mark the riot of the county round, 
And every voice has coſt him twenty pound. 
There ſome, who think our liberties divine, 
Will eat them thro', in turkey, or in chine— 
And others, while at venal tools they rail, 
Drown their poor country in a butt of ale, 
But while our Bards theſe gen'ral faults make known, 
Pray let them hear a liitle of their sm. 1 5 
How many Authors of our modern ſtage, 
Affe to riſe A of their age, 
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By bare tranſlations from Moliere, Corneille, 
Racine, and numbers needleſs here to tell? 
Yet each a jackdaw, dreſt in foreign plumes, 

On his own beauty ſaucily preſumes; 

Looks on the parent bird with haughty eyes, 
Or ſolely tells us when he comes to print, 
Tho all is vl he borrow'd but a hint. 

Ah thartheſe daws were fortunately toſt on 
Thy coaſts, Connetticut, or thine, O'Boſton ! 
Their nobleft flights thou might'ſ for ever mar, 
And ſpoil their feathers with a little tar. 
Whether by policy or juſtice led, 

A diff rent path our Author means to tread; 
And tho' a petty dealer, will not ſell, 

As his own goods, a thought of MARNMONTE1I— 
The timid Zx IDA you ſaw to-night, 

In that great maſter firſt beheld the light; 

And if you hail her now dramatic morn, 

I'll ever bleſs the moment ſhe was born, 


PROLOGUE i tbe WIDOW's VOW. 
ritten by Mr. HoLCRoFT. 
Spaten by Mr. BANNISTER, Jun. 


ROLOGUES, with cauſtic touch, have often tried 
To probe your ſpleen; prove knaves and fools 
allied : 
Have twiſted words, and wit, ten thouſand ways, 
Vo ſhew that thefe are moſt degen'rate days. 
A diff'rent taſk be our's. We'il prove that you 
Are wiſe and happy. Nay! though ſtrange tis true! 
Firſt on your fafety think! now belles appear 
Py ample bulwarks /guarded—front and rear! 
Now male and female amble, fide by fide, 
Exempt f:om harm, by breaſtworks fortified ! 
H re Polygons defend Miſs Molly's breaſt ! 
Tt.ere Hornworks huſh the huſband's fears to reſt ! 
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By ramparts, daily xais'd, he's freed from cares; 

If he'll but grant ſufficient for repairs, - 
Our ſtrength thus prov'd, proceed we to diſcloſe, 
How new-made wealth through new-made channels 

flows: 
How rich we are in medal ruſt, and rare chings; 
In copper coins, gilt pence, and—Queen Ann farthings ! 
How ſhells, ſtuff d monkies, and; cremonas old, 
In hand of auftioneer, are current gold! _ 
He going! going * cries, © the hammer's up; 
« This fine antique! This Roman caudle-cup !” 
A gem lo rare — connoiſſeurs turn pale; 
Fearſul alike, to purehaſe or to fail. | 
Hope trembles, ſtarts, from lip to lip rebounds, 
Till down he's knock'd by— Ah! one thouſand 
pounds! FU 1 : 
The N purchaſer, with joy elate, 
Pays for his prize by—ſelling his eſtate! 


While Smirk, in florid ſtyle, words nicely pre, 7 


Proteſts the lot does anner to his taſte! [¶ Mimi iyg. 
Yes! ſure you're happy ! and ſhould reſt content, 

= Now landſcapes are reduc'd fifteen per cent, 

And Claude's and Titian's new-found wonders may 

Buy new. made peers be bought, if new. made peers can 

pay. 4 Aſſuming ſorrow. 

One thing, indeed, may well your piece invade, - 


* Pawnbrokers !—threaten you to leave off trade. 
Returning to his formen cheerful tone. 
All things bbs e . ſafety — | 
And wealth inundates thus our queen of iſles ! 
While Vickery head-defeRs fo foon repairs, 

And half unpeoples Greenland of her bears; 

While exhibitions, galas, and reviews; | 
Liſle-ſtreet, Vauxhall, the Abbey, Handel, Hughes, 
Flutes, fiddles, trombos, double drums, baſſoons 
Mara, the ſqueaking figure, fiſh-balloons, | 
Earth-baths, live-cagles, ſuch as never flew, 
Hercule du Roi / and general lack oo 

Waile theſe create a round of fuch delight, 

Sure, we may hope, you will not frown to-night! 


— 
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While farces numerous as theſe go down, 
Our farce may, in it's turn, amuſe the town! 
And ſmiling thus on folly's vaſt career, 
Sure, not on us alone you'll be ſeverc, 


EPILOGUE „ the CAPTIVES. 
5B T. Vavenan, Eſq. 11 
| Spoken by Mrs. Siopoxs. 
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A T length our bark has reach'd the wiſh'd for ſhore, 
The winds are huſh'd—but is all danger o'er ? 
The trembling bard ſtill hovers o'er the main 
Still dreads the dancing waves that laſh in yain ; 
Clings, like th' affrighted ſailor, to the maſt, 
And ſhudders at the dangers he has paſs d. 
Dangers indeed—for who, in times like theſe, 
Would launch his ſhip to. plough dramatic ſeas ? 
Where growling thunders roll, and tempeſts {weep 
Such crowds of bold adventurers to the $ 
O'er his poor head the winds of malice blow, 
i And waves of angry cenfure rage below. 
1 Critics, like monſters, ort each fide appear, 
| Herald the whale, and ſhark the Gazetteer ——- 
If there be chance t* eſcape, there comes a ſquall 
From Lloyd's, St. James's, London, or Whitehall; 
| Here Chronicle, like Scylla, guards the coaſt, 
| There foams Charybdis—in the, Morning Poſt. 
| Mark how they break his rudder, cut his cable, 
l Tear up plan, diction, ſentiment, and fable; 
| Their order is—an order they enjoy, 
To ſeize, to burn, to ſink, and to deſtroy, | 
What wond'rous chance our author ſhould ſurvive, 
l That in ſuch boiſt'rous ſeas his bark's alive ! 
| But fond ambition led the bard along, 
And ſyren muſes tempted with a ſong : 
Fame, like another Circe, beck'nirig.ſtood, | 
Wav'd her fair hand, and bad him brave the non. 
I | 
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Who could refift, when thus ſhe ſhew'd her charms, 
Sooth'd his fond hopes, and woo'd him to her arms P, 
Half-rigg*d—halſ-mann'd, and leaky, as you find, 
He trick'd his frigate out, and bray'd the wind, 
Your partial favour {till may ſwell his ſails, 
And fill his veſſel with propitious gales | 
Though pepper'd with ſmall ſhot, and tempeſt-tofs'd, 
You {till may land him on this golden coaft ; 
Convinc'd that thoſe the ſureſt path purſue, 
Who truſt their all to candour—and to you, 
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To General BURGOYNE's Comtpy of the 
HEIRESS. 


VMriten by the Right Hon. Rich ARD FITZPATRICK. 


Spoken by Mr. KIs. 


| A S ſprightly ſun-beams gild the face of day, 


When low'ring tempeſts calmly glide away, 


So when the poet's dark horizon clears, 


| Array'd in ſmiles, the Epilogue appears, 


| She of that houſe the lively emblem ſtill, 

{ Whoſe brilliant ſpeakers ſtart what themes they will; 
| Still varying topics for her ſportive rhymes, 

From all the follies of theſe fruitful times; 


| Uncheck'd by forms, with flippant hand may cull, 
| Prologues, hike Peers, by privilege are dull. 


nin folemn ſtrain addrefs th* aſſembled pit, 


ve, 


The legal judges of dramatic wit, 


Confining {till with dignified decorum, 


| Their obſervations—to the play before e'm. 


Now when each bachelor a helpmate lacks, | 
(That ſweet exemption from a double tax) | 
When laws are fram'd with a benignant plan 
Of light'ning burdens on the married man, 20 
531 I 3 And 


Sends me to ſtate an anxious author's 
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And Hymen adds one ſolid comfort more, 

To all thoſe comforts he confer'd before; 

To ſmooth the rough laborious road to fame, 

Our bard has choſen—an alluring name. 


As wealth in wedlock oft is known to hide 


The imperfection of a homely bride, 

This tempting title, he perhaps expects, 

May heighten beauties—and conceal defects: 
Thus fixty's wrinkles, view'd thro' Fortune's glaf:, 
The roſy dimples of ſixteen ſurpaſs : 

The modern ſuitor graſps his fair one's band, 
O'erlooks her perſon, and adores—her land; 
Leers on her houſes with an ogling cye, 

O'er her rich acres heaves an am'rous ſigh, 

His heart-felt pangs through groves of—timber vents, 
And runs diſtracted for—her three per cents, 
Will thus the poet's mimic Heireſs find 

The bridegroom critic to her failings blind, 

Who claims, alas! his nicer taſte to hit, 

The lady's portion paid in ſterling wit ? 


On your decrees, to fix her future fate, 


Depends our Heireſs for her whole eſtate : 
Rich in your ſmiles, ſhe charms th' admiring town ; 


A very N ſhould you chance to frown : 
ict, 


O may a verditt, giv'n in your . 
Pronounce the proſp'rous iſſue of her cauſe, 
Confirm the name an anxious parent gave her, 
And prove her Hgizzss of—the public favour ! 


EPILOGUE i tbe HEIRESS. 
polen by Miſs FARREx. 


HE comic muſe, who here enacts her ſhrine, 
To court your offerings, and accepts of mine, 
plea, 
And wait with humble hope this court's decree. 
By no prexogative will ſhe decide, g 
Ske vows an Engliſh jury is her pride. FR 
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Then for our He1ns5ss—forc'd from fincr air, 
That lately fan'd her plumes in Berkley-ſ{quare : 
Will ſhe be helpleſs in her new reſort, 8 
And find no friends about the inns of court ? 
Sages be candid - tho' you hate a knave, 

Sure, for example you'll a Rightly ſave. 

Be kind for once, ye clerks—ye ſportive ſirs, 
Who haunt our theatres in boots and ſpurs, 
So may you ſafely preſs your nightly hobby, 
Run the whole ring—and end it in the lobby. 
Lovers of truth, be, kind, and own that here, 


Tat love is ſtrain'd as far as it will bear. 
Poets may write—philotophers may dream 


But would the world bear truth in the extreme ? 
What, not one Blandiſh left behind ! not one! 
Poets are, mute, and painters all undone : 


Where are thoſe charms that nature's term ſurvive, 
Ihe maiden bloom that glows at ſorty-ſive ? 


Truth takes the pencil—wrinkle—freckles—ſ{quint, 
The whole's transform'd, or elle the devil's in't, 
Dimples turn ſcars, the {mile becomes a {cox |! 
The hair the ivy buſh, the face the owl. | 

But ſhall an author mock the flattter's pow*r ! 


Oh might you all be Blandiſhes this hour! 


Then would the candid jurors of the pit | 
Grant their mild paſſport to the realms of wit; | 
Then would I mount the car where oft I ride, 

And place the favour'd culprit by my fide. 

To aid our flight—one faſhionable hint—— 

See my authority—a morning print—— | 
„We ſ learn! -obſcrve it ladies—*+ France's queen 


Loves, like our own, a heart-direfted ſcene; . 


« And while each thought ſhe weighs, each beauty 
{cans we F | 
Breaks, in one night's applauſe, a ſcore of fans l. 

[ Beating her fan againſt her Rand. 

Adopt the mode, ye belles ſo end my prattle 


Aud ſhew how you'll out-do. a. Bourbon rattle, 
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"PRDEDENE: >. 
To MARY QUEEN F SCOTS. 
| Written by Mr. FAW WN ER. 
And Spoken by Mr. WaOVORHTN. 


F modern tragic bards how few are found, 
Who dare to truſt themſelves on open ground; 
In Fiction's fortreſſes they love to lie, 
To coin their flimſy tales, and vainly try 
To move your paſhons by an idle ſhew 
Of fancied ſorrous, and ideal woe 
'To Greece, to France, to ltaly they roam, 
To lead you as they pleaſe, when far from home, 
Our author moves not from his native land ; 
Here, in this little Iſle, he takes his ſtand 
Convinc'd, of tragic,-as of comic ftore, 
No other nation ever yielded more: 5 
And friend to freedom, he diſdains the rules, 
The narrow precepts, of the foreign ſchools. 
No labour'd ſtratagems theſe ſcenes preſent, 
No ſudden change, nor unprepar'd event ! 
With chaſter art, he writes not to the eyes, 
Nor would he ſtoop to win you by ſurprize ; 
Let hopes, with names familiar to your ears, 
To raiſe your horror, and draw down your tears : 
To prove that injur'd Mary owed her fate 
To a of juſtice leſs than jealous hate, 
mts true, Ehzabeth's victorious hand 
From Spaniſh tyrants ſay'd the threaten'd land: 
Wiſe were her counſellors; her warriors brave; 
But ſhe was woman ſtill, and paſſion's ſlave! 
Fram'd as ſhe was for policy and arms, 
She vainly claim'd pre-eminence of charms ! 
See her with jealouſy then frantic grown, 
Dread Mary's ſmiles, far more than Phillip's frown, 
Is there amongſt you, who with ſtedfaſt eye 
Can Mary's ſuff'rings view, nor heave a ſigh? 
From kinder ſkies, and from luxurious courts, 
From tilts and tournaments, and feaſts and ſports, 


It ©* 


ad: 


'- PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES.' 105 
CE —_————— A ↄꝓ—ů— 
She came to govern (oh too hard a part) 

A barb'rous nation, and a tender heart; 

And fell a victim, in that ſullen age, 

To faftion's fury, and fanatic rage. 


On, had ſhe liv'd in more enlighten'd times, 
When graces were not fins, nor talents crimes, 

© Admiring nations had confeſs'd her worth, 
And Scotland ſhone the Athens of the North! 

© Too long has malice {ported with her fame, 
And juſtice ſumber'd o'er her injur'd name—— 
Truth to the heart at length ſhall force it's way, 
And reafon juſtify the paſſions ſway. 
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EPILOGUE 
To MARY QUEEN F SCOTS, 
Written by Mr. St. Joun. | 
And Spoken by Mrs. Siopoxs. 


eren 16 5 13 '% Tz” 
| \ \ ERE you not told, before the play began, 


She 


: 


Our author ventur'd on a daring plan; 


A tale of woe, replete with grie's hiſtoric, 
T 


Told in an age of levity and frolic ? 


Was this a place to ſet up a defence, 


And talk of injur'd Mary's innocence ? 


Of late diſcoveries drawn from dates and words, 
Old rotten parchments, muſty dull records? 
| No—ell is now but tinſel, ſhow, this age 


| Turns,a deaf car but keenly views the ſtage! 
| The tragic muſe, with all the ſiſters nine, 


| Are now eclips'd—Aladin's lamp doth ſhine ! 

Exulting o'er their tomb—ſee boxers ſpar! 

And beaux in rapture envy ev'ry ſcar! | 

| Learning was valued once, ard wit !—what then? 
Ihe Rage could boaſt Ben Johnſon—now, Big Ben! 
| Shakeſpear make room for Humphreys—that's the 


| way, | : 
| To bring the men of faſhion to the play! - 


But 
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But to our bard—how ſhall We judge his-cale? 
He ſcorns the unities of time and place. 
Critics, what ſay ye? — muſt he ſuc for-peace + 
To wits of modern France, and ancient Greece ? 

The great Voltaire has told us, that a play 
Should be within our houſe and in one day 
But in one evening, how can it be right, 

Io repreſent the morning, noon, and night? - 
To hail Aurora, {wear the ſun-beam. glows, | 
While cheſe vile lamps ſtill tare beneath my noſe, 
And as to place deception's all in vain—— 
All night we've known, that this is Drury-lane. 

Thus Engliſh Johnſon's ſterling art and ſenſe 
Treat this French.rule, as a poor, weak preterice 
To check their narrow genius an expedient 
Jo make their fable, like themſelves, obedient, 

When action, uniform in every part, 

Guides the clear tale ditettly tothe heart, 

In vain dramatic pedants may combine, 

The freeborn mule, by weak'ning to refine, 
Whene'er ſhe mounts, their damp, cold veil to fling, 
And clip the maſter- feather of her wing. 

No, let the tragic muſe range far and wide; 
Bing not in chains the paſſien's faithful guide; 
Let the full heart expand, and feok relief 
From the ſweet luxuty of virtuous grief. 

May no ſtern critic in falſe ſhame comroul 
The noble weaknefs of each gen'rous ſoul; 
Dare then to feel, let nature ſtand confeſt 
The brighteſt ſpirit fills the tendereſt breaſt. 
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His FALL. 


AREWEL, a long farewel to all my greatneſs: 
Ibis is the ſtate of man; to-day he puts forth 
His tender leaves of hope; to-morrow bloſſoms, 
And bears his bluſhing honours thick upon him; 
The third day comes a froſt, a killing froſt, _ | 
And when e thinks, good eaſy man, full ſurely. ir 
* * is 
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His greatneſs is a ripening, nips his root; 
And then he falls, as Il do. LI have ventured, 

© Like little wanton boys that \wim on bladders ” 

© Theſe many ſummers, in a lea of glory: 

But far beyond: my depth; my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me; and now has left me, 

© Weary, and old with ſervice, to the merc 

Of the rude ſtream, that muſt for ever hide me, 
Vain poinp and glory of this world, I hate ye: 

I feel my heartnew'open'd, Oh, how wretched 

Is that poor man, that hangs on princes favours ! 
There are, betwixt that ſmile which we aſpire to, 
That ſweet regard of princes, and our ruin, 

More pargs and fears. than war and women know; 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 

Never to hope again. | 
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SEX TUS QUINTILIUS. 
A Burleſque Tragedy. 


1 P. SEXTUS QUINTILIUS 
Dramatis Perſonæ. . 
j * 85 RIGDUM FUNIDUS. 


The curtain Tifes ta ſee 60 The conquering hero comes 
diſcovers SEXTUS ſeated on à table; at the end of the 
mu ſic he comes forward, 


dextus. ROWNS have been as familiar to this 
brow as caps of flannel ; frying-pans, 
uce-pans, warming- pans, and ſtew-pans have been 
pelted down in honour to me, the great Sextus Quin- 
lus, of -Bantum King. 14155 
| Enter Riepun Fun1ibus, 5 
Rigd, O Sextus, Sextus, how comes this to paſs, 
Whene'er we meet you call me fool and aſs? 
dex. Who £2... 15 N 
Ihe man that ſpoke it told a lie. 
Rigd, Lie to my teeth, thou daſtard 


20 


Sex, 
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3 Ah! is there aught in me that does the daſtard 
ew Pp a 
Rigd. V ea, elk the ſenate ſent the nd of bacon, 
W here were the beans you boaſted of ? 
Sex, Vou had your ſhare, or I'm miſtaken, 
Ah, and awply too ; 


You ate ſo much, that you was forc'd to ſp-w, 
Rigd. I ſp-W, I ſcorn ſo vile a trick, 
I never ſp- V, tho' I'm &'er ſo lick. 
Sex. Thou lieſt, you ate as much as you was able, 
Then like bead: caſcaded o'er the table. 
Rigd. Ceaſe thy note, 
Or by the gods I'll knock thy grinders down thy throat, 
Sextus. | Angrily.] You'll find that no ſuch eaſy 
matter, 
Rigd. | Strikes him. Take that, ye dog, do you chatter? 
Sex, 1 Oh, ye gods, a blow ! I'll box you 
or a crown. 
Rigd. Enough, there's half the money down. 
Sex. Ye gods, with, juſt indignation now look down, 
And ſay, ſhall Sextus Quintilius do things by halves. 
Rigd. Oh! Sextus, Sextus, we are two Eſſex calves, 
Sex, That we are, no doubt. 
Rigd. Then why ſhould ſuch honeſt friends fall out? 
Sex. Nay, then, why did you begin? 
Rigd. Let peace henceforth reign, 
We'll club our merry win, and make it up. 
Sex. Say'ſt thou in what? 
Rigd. In glorious gin, 
Both. In glorious mighty Ki 
[Exit gdum in Sextus's arm: 
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HAMLET's SOLILOQU Y { on bis Ile 
marrying his Uncle. | 


H | that this too-too-ſolid fleſh would melt, 
Thaw, and reſolve itſelf into a dew! 
Or that-the Everlaſting had not fixed 1 
His cannon 'gainſt ſel If. — —— 
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How weary, ſtale, flat, and unprofitable, 
Seen ig me all the uſes of this world! 
Fic on't! oh fie! 'tis an unweeded garden, 
That grows to ſeed; things rank, and groſs in nature, 
poſſeſs it merely. That it ſhould come to this! | 
But two months dead! nay, not ſo much; not two; — 
So excellent a king, that was to this, | 
Hyperion to a ſatyr: ſo loving to my mother, 
That he permitted not the winds of heav'n 
Viſit her face too roughly. Heav'n and earth! 
Muſt I remember why, ſhe would hand on him, 
As if increaſe of apvetite had grown 
By what it fed on; yet, within a month, 
Let me not think——frailty, thy name is woman / 
A little month! or ere thoſe ſhoes were old, 
1? WW With which the followed my poor father's body, 
ou We Like Niobe, all tears Why, ſhe, even ſhe—— 
(Oh heav'n! a beaſt that wants diſcourle of reaſon, 
Would havemourn'd longer--) married with mine uncle, 
| My father's brother; but no more like my father, 
s Than Ito Hercules. Within a month! 
es. Ere yet the ſalt of moſt unrighteous tears 
, Had left the fluſhing in her gauled eyes, 
m she married, Ob, moſt wicked ſpeed, to poſt 
With ſuch dexterity to ince ſt uous ſheets ! 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good, 
But break, my heart, for 1 mult hold my tongue. 
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* SOLILOQUY on the LAST SHILLING. 
9 | * the dry defart of a leathern ocket, | 
ber There yet remains a ſolitary Rilling 


In his laſt retreat; — ſo lies the hunted ſtag, 
In timorous fearful mood, when in full c 
The bellowing hounds threaten his diſſolution. 
My honeſt, faithful, generous friend come forth! 
| [ Takes it out of his packet, . 
| Joy of my heart, and pleaſure of my eyes, | Aiffes it. 
Thou royal ſtamp of majeſty divine, 
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Muſt thou diſſolve! Ves, time will have it ſo.— 
Here, waiter, bring me change, —be not diſmay'd: 
Thy being muſt have end, but not to- day. 
The dogs will tear thee, and thy mangled limbs 
Will ſoon be ſcatter'd o'er this joyleſs waſte ; 
Yet Phoenix like, thou ſhalt again revive ; 
Again ſhine forth; afſume thy native ſplendor z 
But let me charge thee, (as my laſt requeſt) 
Mix not with vulgar coin: for ever ſhun 
The impious hand that would in iron cheſt 
Thy uleful humble ſervices retard. 
Now I diſmiſs chee.— Oh! farewel for ever. 
As light'ning, ſwift fly to ſome empty fob; 
JN Throwtng it carelefsly away, 
And faithful ſtill as thou haſt been to me, 
Aſliſt where griping penury ulurps ; 
For only there thy value can be known! 


* — ooeαοο 200000 — er e 200008 3+ 
OTHES LO 's 
SOLILOQUY cn his MARRIAGE. 
OST potent, grave, and reverend ſigniors, 
VI My very noble and approv'd good maſters; 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is molt true ; true, I have married her ; 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent; no more. Rude am I in my ſpeech, 
And little bleſs'd with the ſef phraſe of peace; 
For ſince theſe arms of mine had ſeven years pith, 
Till now, ſome nine moon waſted, they have us'd 
Their deareſt action in the tented field: 
And little of this great world can I ſpeak, 
More than pertains to feats of broils and battle; 
And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe 
In ſpeaking, of myſelf. Yet by your patience, 
I will a round unvarnifh'd tale deliver, 
Of my whole eourſe of love, what drugs, what charms, 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 
(For ſuch proceeding I am charg'd withal,) 
1 won his daughter with, | g 
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Her father lov'd me, oft invited me ; 
Still queſtion'd me the ſtory of my life, 

From year to year; the battles, ſieges, fortunes, 

That | have paſt. *, 

] ran it through, e'en from my boyiſh days, 

To the very moment that he bade me tell it, 

herein I ſpoke of moſt diſaſtious chances, 

Of moving accidents by flood and field; 

Of hair-breadth ?ſcapes in the imminent deadly breach; 
Of being taken by the inſolent foe, 

And lold to ſlavery ; of my redemption thence, 

And with it all my travel's hiſtory : | 
Wherein of antres vaſt, and deſarts idle, 

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills, whoſe heads touch 

heav'n, 

It was my bent to ſpeak. All theſe to hear 

Would Deſdemona ſeriouſly incline. 

But (til! the houſe- affairs would driw her thence, 

W hich ever as ſhe could with .haſte diſpatch, 

She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 

Devour up my diſcourſe: which I obſerving, 

Took once a pliant hour, and ſound good means 

To draw fiom her a prayer of carneit heart, 

That I would ail my pilgrimage dilate ; | 

W hereof by parcels ſhe had ſomething heard, 

But not diſtinftively, I did conſent, 

And often did beguile her of her tears, 

When I did fpeak'of ſome diſtrefsful ſtroke 

That my youth ſuffer d. My ſtory. being done, 

She gave me fpr my pains a world of ſighs. 

She (wore, in faith, *twas ſtrange, 'iwas-paflingitrange,. 
'I was pitiful, *utwas wondrous pitiful——. 

She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it ;—yet ſhe wifh'd 
That heav'n had madecher ſuch a man:—ſhe thank'd me, 
And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 

I ſhould but teach him how to tell my tory, 

And that would woo her. On this hint 4 ſpake; 
She lov'd me for the dangers I had paſt; 

And I lov'd her, that ſhe- did pity them. 

This only is-the witchcraft I have us'd. 
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DISTRESS ; or, the EMPTY PURSE. 


HAS now are all my ſmiling guineas gone? 
Dear guardian, fill this ſolitary purſe; 
Since the laſt ſhillivg left me all alone, 

Each old acquaintance ſhuns me with a curſe, 
Let each rich fopling fly where pleaſures call, 

And liſt with joy to fair Aurelia's talk, 
In vernal evenings lead her up the Mall, | 

Or prels her wanton in the Bird-Cage Walk, 
For me, no more to Almack's 1'Il repair; 

No more with tranſport will I court the ſtage, 
Where ſtout Gz1Mai Dr treads the paſſive air, 

And Garrick charms the critic of the age. 
I'll ſeek tretiiement in {ome garret vile, 

Where ſpider's tap'ſtry lines the mould'ring wall; 
Where hungry bards are never ſeen to ſmile, 

Save when they heard their friendly patron call, 
Thus circumvented with that fiend Def air, 

Shall I become impetuous paſſion's fave; 
There frantic ſtamping ſhall I tear my hair; 

And then I'll rave, good gods, how I will rave! 
Wilt thou, my guardian, this fad fate deplore; 

In melting mood com paſſionate my pain? 
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Wilt thou put money in my purſe once more, 


And biinauny truant ſenſes back again ? | 
oy "BPAUPERTAS. 
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Lady RANDOLPH's Deſcription of Loud 
DOUGLAS. 


S he looks now, ſo look'd his noble father, 
Array'd in nature's eaſe : his mien, his ſpeech, 

Were ſweetly ſimple, and full oft deceiv'd 
Thoſe trivial mortals who ſeem always wiſe. 
But, when the matter match'd his mighty mind, 
Up roſe the hero: on his piercing eye 
Sat obſervation : on each glance of thought 
Deciſion followed, as the thunder-bolt 5 
Purſues the flaſh. 


FINIS. 


